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HAT a difference it makes to baked potatoes when you 
'Y lavish delicious Allsweet on them! Allsweet’s delicate, 
natural flavour brings out all the goodness of all your 
favourite vegetables! That’s why more and more clever house- 
wives use economical guest-quality Allsweet! You'll use it, 


too, for all your baking . . . for favourite sauces, and as a 
household spread! Milk makes the flavour of Allsweet, 
the margarine with the year round high nutritional 
value! Keep a pound or two in your refrigerator! 


Swift Canadian Co. Limited. 


A Allsweet has been awarded the Swift Quality Seal 

SWIFT which identifies a family of food products each of 

at he - which you can buy with complete confidence that it 
is the finest of its kind. 
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basic techniques and tested 
methods of carpentry, 
wood-working and cabinet 
making—made easy as 
A-B-C toinsure best results. 


Thousands of Ways to Save Money, Have Fun! 
Everything Beginner or Expert Needs to Know! 


ERE’S your Actually 12 books bound as one 








opportunity to 





Save Up To 90% 0n Repairs! 


Electricity, Plumb- 2 
ing, Heating: 


Answers your every 







get “Home Repairs Made 
Easy,” the entirely new and dif- 
ferent guide that takes apart 
and simplifies every step from 


—this authoritative encyclopedia 
covers everything from fixing a 
dripping faucet to white-washing 
a cellar—from making your own 


keys to installing a new heating 
system. 
Save Hundreds of Dollars 
Thousands Of Ways 





start-to-finish; 2056 “‘show-all,” 
easy-to-follow pictures, includ- 
ing hundreds of vivid, crystal- 
clear 3-dimension drawings. 





question about elec- 
tricity, plumbing and 
heating systems, etc. 
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tnterior Werk, E2- ; weap saemgnce aa gage — Imagine saving 90%, on cost of 
terior Work: Newest “ nd S snow you = 0 do and papering a room or painting your 
methods and_ short-cuts, 12 6B. ks 7 what not to do...exactly how to home (inside or out) insulating 
eliminating leaks, esti- 00 i get started...what tools to use... your home for just the price of 
peemygy- Sl aah atl ee eee how best to use them...what steps materials—‘‘doing over’ your 
ee een Covers everything from start to to follow from very beginning to porch for less than $50... fixing 





finish! 448 oversize pages—2056 

crystal-clear pictures—quick, easy- 

to-find reference. Water-proof, 

grease-resistant, handsome life- 
time binding. 


real professional finish. 
Must Be Seen To Be 
Appreciated 


With this huge illustrated book 
as your expert guide you need no 


any plumbing or electrical appli- 
ances in a jiffy. You’ll be surprised 
how simple all these repairs and 
alterations now are with the help 
of this step-by-step guide. 


No Special Skills Are Needed! 




















Painting, Paperhanging: 
Shows you how much paint to 
use for interior, exterior. Best 
kind to buy. How to mix. What 


brushes to use. How to prepare technical knowledge, no special ; Once you go through Home 
surfaces. How to apply. How to skills. Every simplified picture and Repairs Made Easy packed 
estimate, cut, measure, match, ~ 


with thousands of usable everyday 
facts, ideas and suggestions, you'll 
agree you wouldn’t give it up for 
anything. 


direction in ‘Home Repairs Made 
Easy” has been fully tested by 
actual use. 

Nothing has been left to chance. 
You can’t possibly go wrong. And 


paste, fold, trim and hang paper, ete. 


Will Pay For Itself Many Times Over! 
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Masonry, Concrete, Plastering: 


Practical facts about brick work, concrete, But you must see it to appreciate 





stucco, cement blocks, glass blocks. ABP now for the first time, these proven its great and permanent value! 
Describes in easy-to-follow detail ggRess professional methods, latest short Rush your order today—if you 
all techniques, tools. How to pre pare XY cuts, newest labor- and material- 2re not completely satisfied with 
mixes, estimate needs. How to % “Frttt " t é F your copy you may parca gt 
water-proof basement, repair SAVE MONEY! saving ideas, and “tricks o i seek witdn ¢ days of 
cracks, lay bricks, ete., ete. a a ‘ a — - the trade” are yours. receipt. 
ow- Make Repairs Lixe e 
’ ‘ weerrrerae Macazines and Newspapers Applaud 
What’s Your Home Repair Problem? P & pap pp 


Expert's High Prices! 


“This is without doubt, 
the greatest gold mine of 
up-to-the-minute ideas, 
short cuts, professional 
secrets, and step-by-step 


any man about the house.”’ 
“For those who don’t 
lish paying today’s high 
prices‘ Home Re aap apoea nr y 
Easy’ is surely a godsend. 


Find the answer in a jiffy in this greatest-of-all home guides! 
Below is just a partial list to show its completeness and wide scope. 


WHAT TO DO 


door hinge falls off 
water discolors 
mouldings foosen 
termites attack 


build bookcases 
make screens 
cut, hang wallpaper 


cure damp basement 
install heating system 
lengthen lamp cord 


WHEN... 








build home repair directions ever crammed Any amateur can now do 
lights go out paint foils to dry Pcs into 1 giant volume on or supervise yoy no «pe- 
glass pane breaks plaster wolls y * a99 : And W- t 
door lock sticks convert attic > home repalr. thousands of : ere — 
roof leaks — a js A ‘There’s never been home repair o swn walls, side- 
last cracks repiace corroded p'pe x x : . eae ¢ | . =) Iks, ete 
he ee | install new lighting such a useful, easy-to fol- jobs with its sn 

flue backs up fixtures low home repair guide for expert guid- 

ee st \ any house wife, as well as ance.” 

sink clogs Repair trons, toaster \ 

toilet backs up vi wor ype Ay leaners easil RUSH YOUR 

plumbing knocks Put shelves under stairs, and sate 

— — circuits pg rig A ished ORDER TODAY —, 
‘oaster urns 


materials alone, 


ENTHUSIASTIC 


vacuum cleaner 
doesn't pick up 
concrete cracks 
doors swell 
windows rattle 
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HOME BOOK SERVICE HRME-c1-50 
210 Dundas Street West, Toronto 2, Canada 


PRAISE 





Whether it's fixing a 
lock or building a work- 
shop here's all the latest 


“The ideas 1 got from 


Money Back Guarantee 








stairs squeak cut down fuel bills dope. ‘Home et eda — - eg. i ‘— wy 2 send me copy of He »M iE 
. - Easy’ when my house 1 -AIRS MAD ASY ar my free copy 
shingles get loose read meters repair gutters, bet built s : an } Y . 
peel change ice-box door downspouts Wes SNS ae WAYS TO INCREASE THE VALUE OF yo R 
2 gasket paint over wallpaper dollars and. plenty = HOME 
Pienhien Sobe % install locks enlarge doorway headaches.” T. J. P. If you are not entirely satisfied i Ru: h my copy of Hi MI REP AIRS MADE 
with this sure << — — a —— Los Angeles, Calif. EASY a1 the free . 01 WAYS TO IN- 
fe as your make coor keys wuen OF rerints “With no man around , . . 7 , within CREASE THE VAIL UE OF YOUR HOME. | 
Betper Fix lay linoleum furniture the house this wonder- with your copy of Home Repairs 4y postman $6.95 plu nall C.O D arge 
leaky faucets, refinish floor properly defrost be book hae py ; 
install tubs, i 5 t t essing. oa . > acy re . s¢ ot 
sinks Repair Ly caer eabi trues age v O68 joke myselt and got Made Easy return it to us along with Name 
t ystems “ i 
ae eyereme, paint over chipped make taller or Mise “~ "- ee the copv of 101 Wavs to In ‘rease the 
‘i paint smaller doorways Mass. P} = iC as ‘ Address 
shingle or reroof enlarge kitchen But the important e = 
radiator leak weatherproof storage space thing is how this new, Value of your Home within 5 days, - 
paint blisters get house ready for construct retaining parketrppele tac apa es City Prov 
; } uide can serve you. So a , ‘ p ’ 
floors creak winter or summer wall fake advantage of our prepaid and in good condition for a 
cellar floods build window put up storm offer to send it to you Please print name and address in label portion below and mail intact 
screens rust cornices windows 


for 10 days’ FREE ex- 
amination. 


fireplace smokes stucco outside stucco outside full refund of $6.95. 
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Wa YSto | 4 FREE GIFT this wonderful in This Gift Book |S 0" CCC"? oo an 
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IF you RUSH sensational new illustrated idea book. And it’s yours absolutely OF YOUR HOME. 
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WHY SO MANY WOMEN ALWAYS USE 







The “Bottle Bacillus” 
(PITYROSPORUM OVALE) 


IKE YOU, they hate dandruff on other 
eee ..@€ven worse on themselves. 
They don’t ever want it to get a head- 
start. That's why many thousands of 
women, and men, too, take this simple, 
completely delightful, efficient precau- 
tion against dandruff. You, too, should 
make it a ‘‘must’’ every time you wash 
your hair... mo matter whether you 
use soap and water, or any other kind 
of shampoo! 


Kills “Bottle Bacillus’’ 
You see, Listerine Antiseptic 
kilis millions of germs associ- 
ated with dandruff, 
the “bottle bacillus’ (P. ovale). 


including 


As A Treatment 
If dandruff has gotten a staré 
... if you note flakes, scales, 
or annoying itching, don’t de- 
lay! Ge 
Antisepuc immediately. It's sim- 


started with Listerine 


AS A PART OF 
THEIR REGULAR SHAMPOO 


US FiEjrine 


ple! It’s easy! Night and morning, just 
douse germ-killing Listerine Antiseptic 
on your scalp. Massage vigorously. 
You'll be delighted to see how quickly 
loose flakes and scales begin to dis- 
appear. Itching is allayed, too, and 
your scalp feels so fresh, so cool, so 
clean, so comfortable! 

Proof! 
In clinical tests, twice-a-day use of 
Listerine Antiseptic brought marked 
improvement within a month to 76% 
of dandruff sufferers. 


At the first sign of dandruff 
;.. or, better yet, as a delightful 
precaution . . . use Listerine An- 
tiseptic. For more than 60 years 
the chief use of Listerine Anti- 
septic has been as an antiseptic 
mouthwash and gargle. 


LAMBERT ‘PHARMACAL Co, 
(Canada) Ltd., Toronto, Ontario 


It’s a Precaution and Treatment for DANDRUFF 





P.$. Have you tried the new Listerine Tooth Paste, the Minty 3-way Prescription for your Teeth? 


Mode in Conado 














We’re in a mood for change. And, with the January issue 


we're introducing Chatelaine’s first’ yearbook of 


ideas. 


All our department editors have worked together on this 


exciting project ... lining up a thousand ways to help you. 


Give Your Home 


Buy an inexpensive full-length mir- 
ror. Turn it sideways, hang it above 
the dining room buffet or your mantel. 


Next Time you have guests in, tuck 
cigarettes in a glass flower holder, set 
it on your coffee table. 


Old-fashioned dressers and buffets 
Jook years younger with the legs cut off. 


An outgrown bobsled in your base- 
ment? Pad it and cover it in gay chintz, 
and use it as a low seat in front of 
the fireplace. Or use a curved front, 
single-seat type as a magazine rack; 
paint or varnish it to harmonize with 
your room. 


Save Betsy’s childhood desk, too! 
Makes a smart dressing table if you 
screw a mirror on the inside of the drop 
lid, place cosmetic pretties in the space 
where her schoolbooks used to go, Paint 
the whole thing white, fancy it up with 
pink rose decals. 


Hang pictures flat against the wall, 
Hang 
beware of 


without cord or wire showing. 
them at eye level, and 
arranging them in stair-step fashion. 
(Only place this is permissible is on a 
stairway.) Never hang small pictures 
alone .. 
for effect. 
wide mats. 


. group them in six or eight 
Or have them framed with 


Never set large pieces of furniture 
Makes 


at an angle or cater-cornered. 
your room “‘list” badly. 


Scissors and paste and a roll of 
wallpaper (for as little as 75c) can 


transform a weary wastebasket, or your 
kitchen canisters, gay up a lamp shade, 
finish a painted chest of drawers, add 
interest to a valance. 


Tack a cotton shoe bag inside your 
kitchen cupboard door. Gather your 
recipe clippings into 8 by 10 envelopes, 
tuck them in alphabetical order in your 
shoe bag filing case! 

Hang a mirror at eye level above 
the shoe bag so you can see yourself. 
Screw a glass shelf across it to hold your 
comb, powder puff, hand lotion. 


You one of the many to remove 
those useless doors twixt living room 
. living room and 
Fine idea! Now here’s a trick 


and dining room 
hall? 
to tie the rooms together . . . a copper 
pot of ivy, hung on the doorframe in 
the upper corner. 


How about adding a sidepocket in 
the next slipcover you make? Handy 
space for your book or sewing. 


Any home lover will tell you a dime 
spent on a candle is a dime well spent. 
Glass holders, brass holders . . . take 
your pick. 
for your candlestick, shave to right size 
with a heated knife. If too small, wrap 
a rubber band round the end to make 
it fit. 


When candle is too large 


Give that small awkward window a 
big buildup by placing your draperies 
outside the window frame, starting the 
cornice at ceiling height. 


Cut-to-order beveled glass tops for 
tables, chests, desks, dressers and coffee 
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To save you money ... save you time and effort... brighten 


your looks, your home and your life. 
you in capsule form, to be read 


handy reference for day by day 


I Heart 


tables look good, save your furniture. 
A few wipes with a soft cloth keeps 
surfaces sparkling. You might consider 
placing photos, colorful prints or wall- 
paper under the glass for decoration. 


Choose a 
wallpaper to mat that cute baby picture. 


tiny-patterned nursery 


Create something different in flower 
arrangements this way. Choose one of 
your pretty plates, buy a single spray 
of artificial bloom. Let’s say a pink- 
bordered plate, tiny pink buds. Arrange 
this spray artistically, fasten it to the 
centre of the plate with plasticine. Set 
on your coffee table or a low endtable. 


An ugly rad may be minimized by 
building a bookcase above it. 





ee fy 


“? m. 


Shampoo your rugs annually this 
way. First vacuum them on both sides. 
Then 
detergent and lukewarm water. 


prepare a foamy solution of 
| sing 
a soft-bristied brush, clean a small area 
ata time, with foam only. Then remove 


the suds with a damp cloth. 


We present this to 
at leisure and kept as a 


use the whole year long. 


Bright tricks to 
spark your rooms 


Always searching in the back of a 
drawer for a pencil? Stand ’em point up 
in tall glass tumblers. Put one in the 
kitchen, another by the phone. 


You can buy a mahogany stick to 
touch up those furniture scratches. 


Don’t discard your leather hassock 
just because it’s worn. Make a bright 
skirt In stripe or chintz to cover it. 
String your material on elastic, and to 
hold the flounces in place, tack this 
round the hassock top. 


A high ceiling requires dramatic 
treatment it needs body and pat- 
tern to pull it into your room. Try 
deep-green painted walls, the ceiling 


pape red in crisp Ivy wallpaper. 


Mirrors placed at strategic points 
can do a lot to give an illusion of space 
and light. Frame a bedroom mirror with 
ruching. 


Fed up searching for your kitchen 
aids? On a clear wall over your work 
surface or stove, map out a New Order 
like this: at the top a row of hooks 
for pots and pans. Next, hooks for such 
utensils as measuring cup, strainers, 
mixing spoons. Nearest to your hand, 
hooks for pot lids and a narrow shelf 
for spices, flavoring, salts and peppers. 
Best time- and temper-saver you'll ever 


find! 


Relieve some of the pressure on the 
bathroom cabinet by putting up a couple 
of glass shelves for, say, your cosmetics 
and the family soap supply. 
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PROGRESS IN THE FIGHT AGAINST 


UBERCULOSIS 


ws E OUTLOOK for controlling tuber- 
culosis grows brighter each year. 
In fact the death rate from this 
disease has declined more than 80 
per cent since 1900 and more than 
one third from 1940 through 1948, 
Authorities emphasize, however, 
that continued improvement in the 
mortality from tuberculosis depends 
upon finding every case, treating it 
promptly, and preventing the spread 
of infection to others. They also hope 
that further technological develop- 
ments will prove valuable in the 
treatment of this disease. 





4 
Efforts toward 
early discovery 


New tuberculosis cases are being 
discovered in greater numbers than 
heretofore as a result of modern 
diagnostic techniques. In fact, dur- 
ing the past 8 years, the number of 
new cases actually reported increased 
by nearly one third. This reflects 
the progress that physicians, health 
authorities, and others are making 
in their efforts to discover tubercu- 
losis early. For example, thousands 
of people in our country are now 
being X-rayed each year to help pro- 
tect themselves and their families, 


s\ 





In addition to X-rays, other diag- 
nostic aids such as tuberculin tests 
and fluoroscopic examinations make 


COPYRIGHT CANADA, 19%— METROPOLITAN LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY 


Metropolitan Life 
Insurance Company 
(A MUTUAL COMPANY) 


Home Office: New York 


Canadian Head Office: Ottawa 


it possible to discover tuberculosis 
in its early stages and commence 
treatment before it spreads. 


Old and New Weapons 
help in the fight 


Rest in bed, preferably in a sana- 
torium or tuberculosis hospital, is 
still considered to be an important 
method of treatment. The use of 
surgery in some tuberculosis cases 
has proved to be beneficial; in fact 
there are now several operations 
which may, under proper conditions, 
help give diseased lung areas extra 
rest. 





There is evidence that the next 
great advance against tuberculosis 
may come through treatment with 
new drugs. One type has already 
been used successfully in some forms 
of the disease. Other promising 
drugs are being tested in the 
laboratory. 

Experiments with a vaccine offer 
the hope that its use will help 
certain individuals to build resis- 
tance against this disease, 





If tuberculosis is discovered early, 
and treated promptly and properly, 
there is an excellent chance that it 
can be controlled. In this event the 
patient who carefully follows his 
doctor’s advice and adjusts his 
living habits accordingly can gencr- 
ally return to a nearly normal life. 


- ak a 
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Canadian Head Office, 
Ottawa. 


Please send me a copy 
of your booklet, 10-L, 





“Tuberculosis. 

nD 2h enieilalinibes 
Rice cielaieestesecciamentiiliedoae 
City.......... Prov. 
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6" 


Compact Standard ‘'4” i 


Prigtdatre giver you 
30% to 50% MORE 
FOOD STORAGE SPACE 


in the same kitchen space 
A revolutionary new “bigger, but 
smaller” design gives you about two 
cubic feet more food space in these 
new Frigidaire refrigerators. The 
Compact “6” fits the kitchen space 
formerly required for a “4”, 


< 
Frigidaire gives you 
extra-large 
SUPER-FREEZER 


Gives you super-fast freezing when 





you need it. Holds up to 36 pounds 
of frozen foods. 





mechanism of all — so 
easv on electric current! 





QUICKUBE ICE TRAYS 


Cubes freeze fast — one or a trayful come 








out trigger-quick at the touch of a lever. 






















HYDRATOR 


Full width of the refrigerator in most ; 
models. More room to keep fruits and money-saving and safety features of the 





METER-MISER 


Has no belts or gears — 
never needs oiling nor 
any attention! It’s the 
simplest cold-making 





») \ Automatic Tray Release eliminates need 

| for tugging and prying. 
| 
| 
| tat 4 « 
| 
i 

1 | 


> ; 
A FRIGIDAIRE REFRIGERATOR 


was chosen for the model kitchen 
shown above, of the 


75,000th NHA HOME 


built recently in Winnipeg 








tie 


Model illustrated has 
9.3 cubic feet food 
storage space. Other 
models with 6 and 
7.7 cubic feet space. 






























Frigidaire Refrigerators give you the 
important advantages — the features 
you want and need — not showy, im- 
practical “gadgets”. Ask your Frigidaire 





dealer to show you these convenience, 


vegetables crisp, delicious, garden fresh. beautiful new Frigidaire Refrigerators. 
Glides out on roller bearings. Glass top. 


His name is listed under “Refrigerators” 


in classified Telephone Directory. Or 
aay write to Frigidaire, Leaside, Ontario. 


FRIGIDAIRE PRODUCTS 


of Canada, Limited, LEASIDE, ONTARIO 





















CHATELAINE FOR ASANUARY. 


Love Me... 


by Frederie F. Van de Water 


OB GRAHAM asked his beloved: “Don’t you use your head for anything but 
growing hair, darling?’ and believed, as Marguerite Ashley smiled and looked 
from one to the other of her devotees, that no other earthly being ever had been 
half so fair. 

God alone, Bob thought with carefully concealed reverence, could have molded 
so exquisite a mortal and even he could never have accomplished Marguerite without 
a deal of preliminary practice. Scowling resolutely, the boy wondered whether such 
shining beauty were not less human than divine. 

There was no room for such questioning in the simple mind of Bob’s fellow adorer. 
To him the girl was divinity itself, and it was fitting that he should be prostrated at 
her feet in such extravagant abasement that one might have believed the porch floor 
superheated and the vast black body fashioned of wax. A blunt muzzle lay close to 
Deity’s little sandaled feet and the widespread dewlaps gave an ordinarily benign head 
a peculiarly molten look. 

It was appropriate that he should drowsily listen while the two who stood next 
to edibles in his affection made love after their fashion, since he himself had been 
love’s own pledge. Occasionally, when the man’s and + Continued on page 21 


| by John Scott 
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What's the Biggest Thing 
In Our New Half Century? 


The editorial staff of Chatelaine was arguing again. We 
do it at least once a month around the conference table when 
we debate what features should go into the next issue. Some- 
one said: “We mustn't forget that the January, 1950, number 
is the first in a new half century. Looking ahead over the years 


—what’s the thing which concerns everyone?” 


The argument stopped by sudden consent, for we all 
recognized what it was: the Atom Bomb. Around the table 
faces grew sombre, as each of us built on the theme of Fear. 


Attitades of mind went like this: Does anyone really believe 
we can avoid destruction? What chance is there for a future 
with this black threat hanging over us, as individuals, as nations, 
as the world itself? Deep in the subconscious lies the terror 
of sudden tragedy to thousands. How helpless the little people 
of the world are, grubbing about their daily work, while the 
great forces which govern the world are moving, inexorably, 
to a show of power and a pattern of death! 


But Chatelaine’s staff, being as human as its readers, 
came round from its gloom with an upsurge of spirit. “It’s 
a threat—but it’s a hope also,” one of the youngest said, and 
one by one we built on that Hope. 


Down through the ages, we told each other, some Cassan- 
dralike voice has spelled doom for mankind. The fear of 
world destruction has always existed. The fanatic who interprets 
passages from the Bible as meaning the end of the world on 
a certain date, is always sure of followers who are as terrified 
as he is. 


When gunpowder was first invented, pessimists predicted 
that we'd all be blown to pieces. When machinery was first 
used to replace human effort, workers were certain that general 
unemployment and starvation were imminent. 


Always, man’s reaction to his own creative powers — is 
fear. We need to think more of the creative powers for good. 
We should listen to the experts, and the scientists, and the 
dreamers for a change.  Let’s help to abolish those Atom 


tp 
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TOMIC ENERGY was never meant to be a destructive force, 
any more than electricity’s main purpose was to kill by the 
electric chair. 

The fact that the atom was split for the first time when we 
were launched on the second world war made its power for evil 
of more importance than its power for good. 

Almost every product of man’s creative thinking has been a 
Dr. Jekyll... with a villainous Mr. Hyde threatening in the 
background. Fire, electricity, the motor car and airplane have each 
been responsible for tragedy, suffering and death, but few of us in 


our saner moments would suggest that the world would be better off 


without them. 


For many years scientists have known there was as much potential: 


power tied up in the atom as in the sun. But few believed it could 
ever be put to practical use. 

In 1939 German scientists did the trick. Under special treatment 
they were able to split in half the atom of uranium. This split or 
fission was accompanied by an enormous release of energy. It was 
found that a few pounds of uranium undergoing fission could cause 


an explosion equal to 20,000 tons of T.N.T. and that it gave off 


deadly radiation. That was the beginning of the atom bomb. 

And now it hangs over us like a black cloud, this fear that our 
world may end tomorrow; that mass annihilation was the objective 
when we accomplished the greatest scientific feat of all time—the 
splitting of the atom. 


pnd IS ITS power for good? Paul Hoffman, Marshall Plan 

Director, when speaking to a Canadian audience said, “The 
atomic age may yet become the golden age toward which mankind 
has been struggling.” 

To find out more about this positive thinking on atoms, I went 
to the experts. I found them awed by the tremendous possibilities 
of this new source of power at this stage only dimly visualized. 
They were cautious and restrained in their predictions but back of 
this caution was a mood of tense excitement. 

Although most of our research is dedicated, right now, to making 
bigger and better bombs, if the fear of war can ever be overcome, 
the peacetime uses of atomic energy are limitless. 

How would you like to balance 1,500 tons of coal in your hand? 
You can hold that much heating power by picking up a small cylinder 
of uranium about two inches high and one inch in diameter. And, 
if you burn 20 tons of coal a year to heat your house, you could 
do the same with one third of an ounce of uranium. One pound 
of the stuff would last you 50 years with no ashes to carry 
out. But before atomic energy can be used freely as a substitute for 
coal, oil and gasoline, there are a tremendous number of problems 
to be ironed out. These problems are now being tackled at Chalk 
River, where we've built one of the most efficient atomic energy 
furnaces in the world . . . called a pile or a reactor. Intricate safety 
measures have to be devised to protect workers against poisonous rays 
and danger from explosion. Also machinery must last indefinitely, 
no repairs or replacements are possible, as once used, it can never 
be handled again. The disposal of waste— always radioactive—and the 
transportation of fission material are just a few of the headaches of 
our Canadian scientists and engineers. 


HE MOST OBVIOUS application of atomic energy is producing 
Pi ) | 
power. Perhaps five years from now it may be an economic 


factor in our lives. Eventually it may spread all over the world, 
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bringing power facilities to countries such as India and China, who 
still rely more on human effort than machinery. As the material 
prosperity of any people depends on how much power is utilized, 
world distribution of atomic energy would provide food, clothing and 
shelter for backward countries and raise, enormously, their standard 
of living. 

One of the byproducts of the atomic energy which costs prac- 
tically nothing, according to scientists, has turned out to be the 
greatest discovery since the invention of the microscope. It is 
invaluable in industry, biology and medicine. I’m talking about radio- 
isotopes (pronounced radio-ice-o-topes) which are produced as easily 
as shavings from a stick of wood. 

It takes the trained mind of a physicist to be on familiar terms 
with an isotope ordinary folk are pretty foggy about it. It 
is an atom of the same rank as the atoms of its element—such as 
phosphorus, carbon, sulphur and calcium. The reactor produces 
radioisotopes of ali elements, which are like atoms with tail lights. 
Or even more api, like the cow that wears the bell so the farmer 
can tell where the herd is grazing. 

In the field of medicine radium, as you know, is a very important 
part of the treatment of malignant tumors. Up till now radium has 
been just about the scarcest commodity on earth—only a couple 
of pounds in the world. Hospitals, lucky enough to possess a gram or 
so, guard it as their most precious treasure. 


pow: RADIOISOTOPES are taking the place of radium, Vast 
1W quantities of them can be produced at very little cost, and their 
powers of radiation are just as effective as radium in killing diseased 
cells. 

It is also possible to label various substances that are used in 
the body; to determine how long red blood corpuscles last in the 
circulation; to study metabolism; to find out how bones and teeth 
grow; and to discover how food is transformed into energy and body 
tissue. 

By using radioisotopes scientists are able to follow the course 
of any element through machinery, plants or living bodies. In 
industry the great value lies in being able to detect the slightest 
imperfection in metal or textiles . to measure to an infinitesimal 
degree the thickness of any material. The result will be flawless 
finished products. 

Out West, at the present time, widespread experiments are going 
on in agriculture. By mixing radiophosphorus with fertilizers, the 
relative amount absorbed by a plant can be measured in each stage 
of its growth. This should result in finer harvest and better growth- 
producing techniques. 

By use of radioisotopes we may eventually learn how plants 
grow and how they utilize the sun. It’s not beyond the realm of 
possibility that, one day, we may be able to make deserts and tropical 
forests as fertile in the production of food as the greenest valley. 
And we may even come close to solving the greatest mystery of the 
universe the creation of life. 

LTHOUGH the benefits from radioisotopes can’t be overestimated, 
‘f most scientists believe that atomic energy will reach its highest 
peak in some field which, with the farthest stretch of our imagination, 
we haven't even dreamed of. 

When Watt invented the steam engine, I doubt if anyone was 
farsighted enough to foresee great railway systems all over the world. 
When electrons were first put to work, o 


Continued on page 53 
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Li Diddle, lo So 


by Rosalie F. Wilson 


ELLA CARLSON closed the door of the bookshop behind her, 
locked it, tried the catch and stood hesitant a moment before 
leaving the shelter of the doorway. The rain was a typical 
spring rain, cold and thin and insistent. Della turned up the 

collar of her raincoat, pushed her bangs up with the back of a tired 
hand and stepped out into the street. 

The lights glittered on the shiny pavement and Della walked 
with her head down, watching the puddles. Under the awning of 
the drugstore on the corner a tall blond boy stood, his hands shoved 
in the pockets of his belted raincoat, and watched her approach. As 
she passed, head still averted, he whistled two notes of appreciation. 

Della looked up, startled. 


conversation you're after I'll try to manage something.” 

“Not now you won't. My bus is coming.” 

“Movies tonight, Dell?” 

“I’m so tired I'd probably fall asleep.” 

“I'll keep pinching you. When the usher has his back turned.” 

Della giggled. “Maybe it’s what | need. The movie, | mean.” 
She ran out to the curb and called back, “Don’t bother calling for 
me. I'll meet you there at half-past eight.” 

When she arrived home she felt almost cheerful. She shook her 
raincoat and hung it away before she noticed Letty’s raincoat thrown 
over the hall chair, still streaming rivulets onto the rug. Della sighed 


in exasperation, picked it up and hung it next to her own, 


He grinned at her. The house was unusually quiet. She peered into the empty living 
Della ducked under the awning. “Been having much luck that room, and then ran upstairs. The bedroom lights were on and Letty’s 
way?” 


clothes were strewn around the room. Automatically she bent and 


deg y tek eae ia ie 

















“Batting one thousand. One wolf whistle—one girl.” picked up the skirt Letty had stepped out of. 
“Beginner’s luck,” she said derisively. From the bathroom came the rushing sound of the shower and, 
“Good sound common sense,” he denied. “I only whistle at girls above it, Letty’s cheerful, off-key caroling. 
I want to marry.” Della sank into the faded chintz armchair and kicked her moc- ‘ 
Marriage,” Della said speculatively. casins off. The shower stopped and Letty came into the bedroom, a 
“You know, the stuff that makes families.” hand towel around her hair, a bath towel around her middle. Wet 
“Oh that! I’ve got a family.” footprints marked her path. 
He shook his head, smiling at her. “Hey, swell,” Letty said delightedly. “I was 3 
“No you haven't, Dell. A family’s got afraid you weren’t coming home.” * 


you. That’s something else.” 


i. 


“Does my presence brighten up your life as 


She made a face at him. “Doing much as that?” 


business at the same old stand, aren't 


gi set Se. 


“You'll never know,” Letty breathed fervently. 


you? All our conversations seem to fall Della felt a warm surge of affection for her 


into a rut.” younger sister. “The place is kind of empty. 


His smile was rueful. “If it’s brilliant Where is everybody ?” 


ea ee 


“Pop went bowling and Danny’s out learning 
to tie knots or something.” 





“You staying home tonight ?” 
“The gang is going dancing at the soda bar.” 


Letty glanced at *k Continued on page 48 
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Other girls have mothers who stay home and 
keep the place neat, Della thought with a twinge. 
But Letty has only me, and | work all day and 
study all night. I know it isn’t fair, but that’s 
the way it is. 


Illustrated by Douglas Rickard 
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by Gertrude Stayner 


JOU’VE HEARD the one about the traveling salesman. It has to do 
' with a farmer’s daughter and it’s very handy for throwing into 
conversational breaches. Sometimes it's even quite funny. 

There’s also one about the traveling salesman’s wife. But so 

far as can be discovered, it has never saved a conversation from 

natural death. It just has none of the qualities that set the boys in the 

noolroom rocking. No sex, no twist ending, no double entendre— 
and it can’t be told in dialect. 

Because it has to do with furhaces that snort shortly and go out 
and roofs that develop leaks in rainstorms and children that develop 
measles in the night. And long evenings with no one to talk to and 
noisy meals with no conversation except elbows-on-the-table and 
talking-with-your-mouth-full. And neighborhood movies that aren't 
seen because of no sitter and dancing that isn’t done because of no 
escort. It has to do with being an extra woman if you go out and a 
lonely one if you stay in. It has to do with a constant battle against the 
loneliness, the monotony, the humdrum routine of living alone. 

It has to do, in short, with spending most of a lifetime waiting for 
Friday mght to come around again. And you can’t make much out of 
that. At least you can’t if you’re one of the poolroom boys. But 
maybe you can if you're a traveling salesman’s wife. At any rate you 
can if you’re what the sales managers and the industrial psychologists 
we talked to, and who are as much interested in the attitude of the 
wife as they are in the ability of the husband, term a “well-adjusted” 


pe rson 


Must Be Well Adjusted 


The attitude of the wife is so important to the calibre of the 
salesman’s work that many of our sales managers told us they would 
no more think of hiring a man without first screening his wife than 
they would of sending him out on the road without first telling him the 
selling points of the product. ‘We never hire a man,” said the sales 
manager of one large manufacturing company, “until he and his wife 
have been invited to my home or the V.-P.’s for dinner and an evening. 

“At this point,” he continued, “we aren’t so much interested in 
the man. We've given him a going-over ourselves and we've had him 
screened by an industrial psychologist, so we know pretty well what 
his talents are. It’s her talents we’re looking for,” our executive 


went on, “because we’ve found that it doesn’t matter a damn vhat a 
man can do if his wife isn’t behind his job pushing too. And the 
party always occurs at my house or the V.-P.’s, because our wives are 
both salesmen’s wives of long standing and they can ferret out in half 
an hour the qualities that will make or break the wife, the man and 
the job.” 

And what are these qualities? Without exception, the business 
executives and psychologists we asked told us that what a salesman’s 
wife needed most of was a talent for self-adjustment. Most of them 
agreed that this was really all she did need. For with this she could 
develop any other qualities required for a full and satisfying life. 

As one psychologist put it, “No woman is a natural-born traveling 
salesman’s wife. Every woman marries, among other things, for 
companionship. She wants someone to talk to in the evenings, Some- 
one to help her worry over Junior's report card, someone to take 
her to a sudden movie or tell her if her stocking seams are straight. 
This is companionship and it is something the traveling salesman’s 
wife will simply have to get along without. If she is a well-adjusted 
person she can—and still get a fair-sized kick out of life. Ifshe is not, 
it can ruin her entire outlook—-and her husband's career to boot.”? 

All right, how does one go about adjusting oneself to a life that is 
five sevenths devoid of a husband? “Well.” said our psychologist, 
“the first step is to accept the fact that you are going to be alone for 
five days of the week, and arrange your thinking accordingly. For 
instance,” he said, “you can stop worrying about what other women 
do.” 

Yeu can make yourself very unhappy if you keep comparing your 
life with somebody else’s. Especially when there is no basis for 
comparison. So Lily’s husband gets home from the office at 5.47 
every night. And Lily can, therefore. hold the threat of his wrath 
over the children’s heads when they're naughty. Lily can also phone 
him about the pound of butter she forgot, the eaves trough that 
clogged with leaves and the baby’s broken head. 

But that’s Lily—and you didn’t marry her husband. Nine 
chances out of 10 this is something you can be quite grateful for. And 
in any case, if you're really intent on being happy, the best thing you 
can do is forget about Lily and the things she can do. Concentrate on 
your own life and the things you can do to make it full and satisfying. 


That, according to our psychologist, is Continued on page 28 
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Melody Unheard 


Her life was like a 


clitter. The only price she 


N A NIGHT when her marriage to Arthur was almost a year 
and a half old, Isabel sat beside him on the velvet-padded 
theatre seat and Jet the notes of the Bell Song ring through 
her mind. They were clear and true, but in a way that was not 

entirely happy. Because tomorrow morning Arthur's column would 
not be quite favorable. The first part of the concert had dragged 
a good deal and it was time for him to get down to the paper. He 
said to Isabel, “This won't take long. Ill be home as soon as you 
are. Don’t forget Grey is coming.” 

“No,” Isabel answered, and turned her head to watch him make 

his way smoothly up the aisle. A good many heads turned to watch 
him too. 


Isabel sat on for a few minutes and then got up abruptly. Heads 


paid . 
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PART 3 
by Frances Shelley Wees 


dream come true, all success and 


.. her right to happiness 


“Sorry,” he said absently. He put out a hand to stay her, and as 
his fingers touched the ermine his eyes came up to hers. They were 
eyes of a very clear hazel, set in a strong plain face marked with 
heavy black brows and a wide mobile mouth. They looked at her 
with intense directness, and just for a second he stood holding her 
there by the arm, staring at her. “It’s quite all right,” Isabel said 
distantly, with the inflection she was learning so carefully to use, 
and moved to the open door of the taxi. The driver looked at her. 
“Twenty-one Coach Lane,” she said. 

She paid the taxi driver at the gate and went up the path to ring 
the doorbell. She went out so infrequently alone that she had never 
needed a key to the house. She had to ring twice now before Joseph 


came to let her in, and when he came he seemed upset. There was a 


turned to look at her too she knew. in her beautifully draped white flush of color high in his cheeks % 


evening gown, the long ermine cape over her shoulders. She stepped 


quickly out of the foyer to the sidewalk, to collide abruptly with a 












big man swinging along with his head against the wind, 
= 


Two men fell in 
love with Isabel Gav the night she made 
her debut as a concert pianist! Zachan 
Jones, art student, whose talent bas been 
shrewdly appraised by bis fiancée Cleo 
Matthews. Although Zack bas little 


understanding of music, Isabel’s playing 


The story so far: 


recalls all the bappiest memories of bis 
childhood, and is the inspiration of a 
series of sketches which Cleo immediately 
recognizes could be turned profitably into 


Hlustrated by George Englert 


“You see,” 


in love with you. 


Continued on page 19 


Zack said matter-of-factly, “Pm 
It's good. I like it, 


except 


that — I wish you were in love with me.” 


a new tvpe of “comic” sirp; Arthur 
Somerville, critic who holds a one-man 
monopoly of the town’s musical life. 
Dedicated to music from childbood, rbeu- 
matic fever bad ended his personal amln- 
tions and it is bis aim to find a protégée 
to whom be can impart bis own consider- 
able musical knowledge. Watching Isabel 
play, be sees the fulfillment of a dream. 


But bis 


“ 


review of her performance 


. promising but undisciplined... 
requiring intensive training . . .”” ts 
nonetheless ruthless. She 


shattered, and with no alternative returns 


j , 
completely 


to her sister’s overcrowded impoverished 
home, ber bopes of a concert career ended. 
There some weeks later Somerville finds 
ber—bis excuse an invitation to a private 
After the concert, to Isabel's 
astonishment, be asks ber to marry bim 


rectal. 


j 
as the solution her musical future. 


On this basis she agrees. Her sister warns 
her that such a marriage doomed to 
soon becomes evi- 
he finds herself in 
love with a husband who regards ber solely 


asa musit 


unhappiness, and 
dent to Isabel when 
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be Smarter im 1950! 


by Mildred Spicer, Fashion Editor 


Good Little Bays . . . Flannelette pyjamas we 
saw the other day surprised us no end. Imagine 
{innelette with the style of lounging p.j.’s! But 
it’s a fact. They have a longer than usual jacket, 
square patch pockets, a nipped-in, elasticized waist 
and tie belt. What's more they're preshrunk which 
means they won’t bag or sag. And what’s more they 
sell for just $5. 

Sweater sets. With that Christmas cheque why 
not buy yourself a lovely sweater set of softest 
cashmere. This year they contrast instead of 
matching . . . such as a rust cardigan worn with 
pth 


. Sere tite., ra 
a beige pullover. OMA AE 
Glove gadget. It’s a functional ornament for your Meanee 7 


ade” 


wstrrres patre 
‘ ” : 
weyertre 


purse. Attaches to one end and holds your gloves woes vey 
» is Wiis vv" 

when you take them off. ‘Gagare sosbeahianii 
ap ; 
: ra 
ee A aaa 

Spot Trouble .. . Get those spots before it’s ee 


too late. Here’s what to do for: 


eat 


Lipstick and rouge . . . Cleaning fluid first. Warm 
suds after. 

Coffee and tea . . . Clear cold water (if it con- 
tained cream use cleaning fluid first, then cool water). 

Ink spots . . . Place area over a blotter or some 
absorbent material, and sponge with soapy water 
until removed, provided the ink spilled was one of 
the washable varieties. (There are 2.000 kinds of 
ink, so know the kind before vou begin.) For 
dry-cleanable fabrics use one cupful of water with 
one teaspoonful of denatured alcohol. Test the color 
before vou begin. 





Perspiration . . . Clear cold water while the area 
is still damp. 


Ses of Gea Mees . . . Revive them with THE GAL WITH A FLAIR for the unusual will 


2 steaming over the teakettle for just a few seconds spot this as hers. Clare Potter's black Indian- 
Then brush them up to look like new. Cut up an s yle house trousers are made of jersey, topped 
old sock or stocking for protection against the 'y a plunge neckline blouse. The apron is 
rub of galoshes and rubbers. Slip one over the toe woven homespun-fashion of pink and _ gold 
af “ h on + Continue ] on page 18 threads. Could he worn for after-skiing, enter- 


taining at home or u ith a floor-length tatteta 
skirt tor formal fe stivities. 





MIDWINTER TONIC . . . A gay color formula to 


aa 
ighten the crev days of winter . . . red flannel skirt, 





brown jersey blouse, yellow vest. Too bright? Not at 





; "3 — adler hen aie 
all. The ves? is @ must for RoU unde eary coats ° 


jor later under suits. Mix-matchers by Joset Walker, 
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CREAM of ASPARAGUS: A 
high purée of fresh aspara- 
gus, blended with 
butter. Garnishoflus- 


— ~~ « cious asparagus tips. 























BEAN WITH BACON: Old- 
fashioned thick bean 
soup filled with 
plump beans— made 
savory with bacon. 


seer: Plenty of tender 
pieces of beef, with 
nourishing vegetables 
and barley, in a 
hearty beef stock. 


7 eer Noone: A full- 
; flavored stock, sim- 
mered from. select- 
ed beef—pieces of 
beef and egg noodles. 


BOUILLON: (Beef Broth) 
Beef broth delight- 
fully flavored with 
garden vegetables—a 
tempting, clear soup. 


SS Se a SS eo 







Sey CREAM of MUSHROOM: 
Ra { A blend of cultivat- 
* ed mushrooms and 

_ 4. whippingcream, with 
is ‘ mushroom pieces 
ie i ®, 





CREAM of CELERY: Crisp 

; garden celery, extra- 

ll heavy whipping 
' cream, delicate cuts 

of celery. Delicious! 


CHICKEN with Rice: Fine 
a al plump chickens sim- 
mered for a rich 


{ fal : 
1) 2s a = broth—with rice and 
AV “4 © pieces of chicken. 


CREAM of CHICKEN: Deep- 
ee flavored chicken 

te stock, heavy whip- 
ping cream —pieces 


le ’ PE iasat of chicken and celery. 





| “put the kettle on ’ 


TO MAKE THESE SOUPS FOR YOU 


















ox tan: Robust Eng- 
lish-style soup made 
of beef stock, meaty 
ox tail joints, barley 
and vegetables. 


ar 2 


CHICKEN GUMBO: The 
famous chicken-and- 
vegetable soup of old 
New Orleans. Yours 
to enjoy today. 


FRENCH CANADIAN PEA: 
Campbell’s Newest 
soup. Made from se- 
lected fine yellow peas 
in the old tradition 
of French Canada. 


CHICKEN NOODLE: Rich 
chicken stock, with 
tender pieces of 
chicken and old-fash- 
ioned egg noodles. 


Lee 


Campbell's 















GREEN PEA: A nourish- 
ing purée of green 
peas, blended with 
table butter and ex- 
pertly seasoned. 


pepper pot: Cubes of 
meat, macaroni, car- 
rots, herbs, potatoes 
in meat stock. From 
a famous recipe. 


How many of these fine Campbell’s Soups 
are you using? They’re all delicious... 
all soundly nourishing . . . all good value. 
So choose your favorites to please your 
family .. . your meal-budget . . . your con- 
venience. And try some, too, that may be 
new—to you. Perhaps, like many women, 
you'll want to let this page serve you as 
a handy soup-shopping guide. 


soup prepared with 
choice mutton, vege- 
tables and barley. 
A hearty main dish. 


: ee 
scorcu sromu: A thick © 4 























tomato: Canada’s 
favoritesoup. World’s 
finest tomatoes, 
blended with cream- 
ery butter, seasoning. 



















vecetasie: Fifteen dif- 
ferent kinds of garden 
vegetables in homey 
beef stock. ‘“‘Almost 
a meal in itself.” 















CLAM cHOwDER: Chop- 
ped clams, tomatoes, 
potatoes, and savory 
seasoning, in a tangy 
clam broth. 


VEGETARIAN VEGETABLE: 
Another fine vege- 
table soup made with 
vegetable broth and 
filled with vegetables, 

























VEGETABLE-BEEF: Old- 
fashioned vegetable- 
beef soup, pieces of 
beef and vegetables 
in a stout beef stock. 


consomme: A ppetizing, 
clear beef broth fla- 
vored with herbs, to- 
matoes,celery,carrots. 
(Also serve jellied.) 
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PERFECT PASTRY THE 
TENDERFLAKE WAY 


YOU CAN GET GRAND 

RESULTS THE FIRST TIME. 
GUARANTEED RECIPE ON 
EVERY PACKAGE. 










Maple Leaf 
Tenderflake Lard 
is unexcelled 

for pastry baking. 


Prove it for yourself the 
next time you bake. 


TENDERFLAKE CHERRY PIE 
-% cup Maple Leaf Tenderflake Lard, 2 cups sifted pastry flour, 
; a cetera ice water, Cut lard into flour and salt. 
‘ice water over lard mixture gradually. Work pastry into a ball. 


\ FILLING: 1 tin York Cherries, 2 tablespoons pastry flour. Roll out 4 
‘of the pastry and place in an 8” pie plate. Combine }4 cup of cherry 
juice with flour. Place in pastry-lined pie plate with drained cherries. 

i pastry and prick with a fork to allow steam tocecape. 
it, trim, and pinch edges securely. Bake at 425°F. 
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CANADA PACKERS LIMITED 











Be Smarter in 1950! 


Continued from page 16 


Care of Colored Gloves. . If they’re 


washable they may run. Add a dash 


of vinegar or lemon juice to your rinse 


water to prevent color bleeding. 


Order in the Closet . . . The next 
time you buy hats keep the boxes. 
Label them and use them on the shelf 
in your closet to keep hats, flowers, 
gloves and other odd accessories In 
order. A skirt hanger with six rows and 
clamps will keep six skirts straight. Or 
bend an ordinary clothes hanger in the 
middle. Pin your skirts to a large 
safety pin at each end. Hang a litle 
knitting bag or box in your closet to 
hold a clothes brush, or whisk as well 
as a shoebrush. This way you know just 
where they are when you want them. 
(Also reminds you to brush up more 
often.) 





NECKLINE NEWS . . . the newest 
thing since the plunge made men’s 
eyebrows go up: the shutter neckline, 
opens for night, closes for day. 


With a Needle and Thread ..° 
Make your gloves look elegant. Sew 
a band of fur around the cuffs of black 
suede ones or on your white evening 
gloves (it’s veddy smart!). Make a dark 
and pretty jersey dress from tubular 
jersey. No sleeves attached (sleeveless 
is newer than sleeves). Let it twinkle 
with tiny rhinestones. You can buy 
a package in the five and ten. Place the 
backs on the reverse side of the material 
push the 
prongs down and just like that you have 


. drop the stones. . 
as swish a dress as you ever did see. 


Only Make-Believe . . 


smart. Fur fabrics are pretty as all 


. but oh so 


get out. There’s a white one you can 
buy and make up in the smartest little 
jacket. Keep it light and white if you 
want an evening jacket. Dye it scarlet 
or navy if you want a daytime coat 
that has style plus color. The fabric 
is 48 inches wide and under $3 a yard. 
Made up it can’t cost more than $12. 
Next spring you'll see lots of colored furs 
both real and make-believe. 


How to Wear Color... This is the 
time of year to burst forth in color... 
on your head... your hands .. . or 
around your waist or throat... but 
never all together. With a black suit 





or coat, a scarlet velvet hat. With a 
grey velveteen suit pink and grey rose: 
on a narrow pink ribbon, worn und 
the collar. With a dark tone wool dress 
a citron-yellow scarf knotted throug! 
bronze pearls or amber beads. Two of 
an accent shade are enough. But make 
those two personalize your outfit. Make 
one particular color yours alone. Color 
can be a midwinter tonic. 


Your Treasure Chest can be the top 
drawer of your dresser. Fill it with 
top-drawer fashion secrets such as gaily 
colored ribbons, good imitation flowers 
(roses or carnations), color - splashed 
scarves, stick pins with jeweled baubles 
on the end, to wear on a collar, stuck 
through a scarf or a pocket .. . (worn 
. small 20- 
inch squares of pure silk or fine cotton 
printed after the fashion of a man’s ti 


this way they’re new). . 


for you to wear cowboy fashion arouns 
your neck, 


Button, Button . . . oh useful but- 
ton! To lengthen a skirt try a wide 
band of grosgrain ribbon to match the 
color of the dress. Have buttonholes 
made in the ribbon ... sew buttons 
onto the hem of the skirt... then 
button the new addition on. 


Stocking Top . . . Knit a strapless 
top to wear with a full velveteen skirt 

a wide colorful belt. Use your favorite 
sweater pattern with a rib stitch and 
cast off before you come to the armholes. 
Run an elastic through the upper edge 
to hold it securely. 





1 ons 


BLACK MAGIC . . . Here’s a trick 
you can master, A black taffeta 
skirt to wear over your basic dress. 
Tie it on apron fashion complete 
with a birthday-party-bow in back. 


Formal Neckline .. . With a strap- 
less gown try a narrow band of black 
velvet ribbon around your pretty neck. 
Pin small make-believe rose to one side. 
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Melody Unheard 


Continued from page 15 


and his eyes were troubled. Isabel said 
quickly, “Something is wrong, Joseph?” 

“Oh, no, Mrs. Somerville. No, noth- 
ing is wrong. Nothing at all.” 

Isabel went upstairs, and through the 
railing observed Joseph hurrying back 
to the kitchen. Both he and Arni, his 
wife, had something on their minds 
these days. 

She turned on the light and went over 
to her long mirror. She stood there 
with her eyes on the girl in the glass, 
thinking about her. She had changed 
greatly from that other girl in white 
who had looked at hersel! ia the mirror 
at the Auditorium on the night of her 
debut. Everything about her was 
different. Her hair was brushed smoothly 
up on her head and swirled there. Her 
gown was the result of much planning 
and many fittings, made so the skirt 
would fall gracefully when she sat at 
the piano, draped carefully across one 
shoulder so that the folds would not 
loosen and slip when she moved her 
arms. The other shoulder was bare, 
and on that arm she wore the exquisite 
ruby bracelet Arthur had given her for 
her birthday. “You need an accent of 
color,” he had said. ‘‘ You so often wear 
white I think this will be exactly right.” 

He hadn’t said, “‘I give you this with 
my love.” Arthur didn’t say things like 
that. He said . . . you need an accent 
of color. 

Isabel turned away from the mirror, 
pulling off the ermine cape as she moved. 
It was a mistake to be so impulsive; 
a corner of the cape flung itself out and 
caught at one of the crystal cats march- 
ing across the low table before the 
window. As Isabel froze, she heard the 
neat small clash of its breaking. She 
stared at the pieces lying on the rug. 

After a moment she bent and picked 
them up carefully, to wrap them in her 
handkerchief. She reached down and 
moved the other cats a little so that 
the row still looked the same length. 
She went downstairs quickly with the 
handkerchief in her hand. Joseph and 
Arni were still in the kitchen—Joseph 
standing with his shoulders against the 
wall, smoking a cigarette in short furious 
puffs, looking quite unlike his usual 
servantlike self; and Arni at the table, 
with her face down in her arms in an 
attitude of complete misery. 

Isabel halted in the doorway. “I’ve 
broken one of Mr. Somerville’s crystal 
cats,” she said. “I wish you’d put the 
pieces in the garbage, Joseph . . . and 
I thought perhaps we wouldn’t call the 
matter to Mr. Somerville’s attention 
because he will be so unhappy. But 
if he does notice the cat is broken, and 
asks you before he asks me, of course you 
must tell him that I broke it.” 

Joseph bowed slightly. He took the 
handkerchief from her hand. It was 
as if he had difficulty in speaking. 

Suddenly Isabel went across to Arni 
and put a hand on the girl’s bowed 
shoulders. ‘I wish you two would tell 
me what’s the matter. I know some- 
thing is troubling you. Isn’t there 
anything I can do to help?” 

Joseph said bitterly, “It is time we 
must tell. We haff not committed a 
crime. It is only that, we are to have 
a child.” He straightened his shoulders. 

“But,” Isabel said warmly, “that’s 
wonderful news, Joseph. Why are you 
both so unhappy about it?” 


Arni lifted her broad tear-stained face. 
She said thickly, ‘“‘We have no money. 
All the money has gone for our people 
in Europe. Such a lot we have saved, 
and when we could send it, we did.” 

““But is one baby so very expensive?” 

Joseph and Arni exchanged glances. 
Joseph said, “It is that you do not 
understand, Mrs. Somerville. You see 
this means that we must find a new 
job for me—a new place to live. Iss not 
a house for babies,” he said. 

Isabel got up and went to the kitchen 
window. “You haven’t discussed this 
with Mrs. Woods?” 

Arni’s tears began to fall again. She 
said indistinctly, “I try so hard not to 
let her see. I am not doing so good with 
the cooking these days. But that is 
because I’m afraid she will see, and tell 
us to go away at once.” She hesitated, 
then looked into Isabel’s face and said, 
“Tf only you could talk to the mister.” 

Isabel said in a low voice, “‘I’ll see 
what I can do, Arni. But Joseph is quite 
right . . . it isn’t a house for babies.” 

She went into the big empty living 
room and sat down slowly just outside 
the circle of light around the waiting 
piano. She sat alone in the quiet room 
with her white skirt sweeping the green 
carpet. What would it be like to say to 
Arthur when he came in, “ Darling, I’m 
awfully sorry, but I broke one of your 
crystal cats and Arni Is going to have 
a baby, and both those things are all 
right, aren’t they...” 

Once, as their marriage had been first 
beginning, she could have spoken to him 
that way, warmly, intimately. But over 
the months he had set up a wall, a 
smooth cold wall, somehow a frightening 
wall. No matter how wonderful he was 
to her about her music, he grew farther 
and farther from her as a man. 

She got up abruptly and went back 
to the piano, to turn over the music 
lying there on the rack. Arthur had 
selected it very carefully tonight, be- 
cause his guests were musically knowl- 
edgable and he was anxious she should 
do particularly well. These were im- 
pressive things he had chosen, difficult, 
important. Well, she could play them. 
She could manage anything now. It 
had seemed to her once that she had 
worked with Keellor as hard as anybody 
could work, but she had discovered she 
had been scarcely working then at all. 
Perhaps if it had not been for Arthur’s 
constant supervision and direction she 
might have enjoyed it more and found 
it less exhausting. He took good care 
of her, but he drove her; he saw that 
she ate properly and had adequate rest, 
but he demanded from her a complete 
concentration of effort and more than 
that; a shutting away of self, a divorce 
of personality, that Isabel was finding 
almost impossible. 

There was the sound of footsteps 
outside and then Arthur’s key in the 
lock. Joseph hurried along the hal! from 
the kitchen and took Arthur’s coat and 
then that of his guest, Morrison Grey, 
new manager of the Concert Bureau. 
The two men came into the room, 
Arthur erect and cool, Grey chubby and 
smiling beside him. 

“You came home early,. Isabel,” 
Arthur said gently. “I picked Grey up 
and we went round for you. Was the 
rest of the program bad?” 

“No, I was just tired. How do you 
do, Mr. Grey? You’ve not been here for 
along time. I’d an idea Mrs. Grey was 
coming tonight too.” 

Grey sat down and crossed his short 
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legs. “Not tonight ... we’ve a new 
grandchild in our family,” he said 
heartily. ““My daughter’s first boy was 
born last night and my wife hasn’t left 
the hospital since . . . everything’s 
quite all right,” he hastened to say. 
“Just a mother anxious about her only 
girl.” Then, “You’ve no children? I 
don’t think I ever heard.” 

“No children,” Arthur said lightly. 
“Isabel has been much occupied with 
her work, of course.” 

“Yes, | know what that’s like. We 
started out that way too, but things 
soon changed. Of course, my wife had 
no great particular gift, as you have, 
Mrs. Somerville...” His eyes were 
suddenly shrewd. “I hope you can be 
persuaded to let me hear you play.” 

“Oh,” Isabel said, “I always play. 
The piano and I are practically grown 
together.” 

“Your husband recommends you 
highly.” 

“He has put a great deal of time and 
effort on my training.” 

Arthur’s eyes, coming to hers, were 
remote again. 

Grey said, “I’m sure it has been well 
done, then. And, in any case, I heard 
you on the night of your debut so | 
know with what you began. I may 
as well tell you that my particular 
errand here tonight, Mrs. Somerville, ts 
to ask whether you will consent to be 
our guest artist for the final concert of 
this year’s series. It would give us great 
pleasure if you would accept.” 

Isabel did not answer. 

Arthur said calmly, “It had not 
occurred to my wife that she might be 
playing in public so soon, Grey.” 

Isabel got up quickly. She said, “I 
couldn’t. I’m sorry. I’m awfully sorry, 
Mr. Grey, but I couldn’t. ’'m... [I’m 
HOtsc.>.2 Uden t-want«s..” 

He frowned. “It’s not for another 
month,” he explained. “And your 
husband assures me that you could be 
ready tomorrow, if need be. So it isn’t 
really anything out of the way.” 

“No,” she said. “*No, I couldn’t do 
it, Mr. Grey. I’m terribly sorry. And 
o«« If youu excuse: me... .-fm... 
] think I...” she said wildly, and 
turned to run out of the room and fly 
up the stairs as fast as she could go. 

It was some time later when she heard 
the front door closing and then Arthur’s 
light footstep on the stairs. He went 
into his study and shut the door. 
Isabel, lying tense in her big bed in 
the darkness, turned and buried her face 
in the pillow. 

He did not go to bed. Instead he 
came through the bathroom between his 
room and hers, after a while, and tapped 
on her door. She did not answer, but 
he came in anyway, leaving the bath- 
room door slightly ajar so that a slit 
of light lay across the room, 

“Tsabel.” 

eile teeet 

He sat down on the edge of the bed, 
He said, “I’m concerned about vou 
lately. I’m afraid I’ve been working you 
much too hard.” 

He put a hand out and touched her 
wrist lightly. “I’m very proud of your 
progress. You’ve done even better than 
I hoped. I didn’t dream when we began 
that I should be not orly willing but 
anxious to have you do this concert 
within a year and a half. I was quite 
sure it would take longer.” 


“Yes,” she said. Then, “Did you tell 


L 


Mr. Grey that I was ready at last? 


That you’d finished my training 

“T told him you were ready.” A 
a moment he went on, “I suppose 
really driven you much too hard 
didn’t realize it. I’ve been anxious 
that you should .. .” 

“Should what?” 

“Should feel fulfilled. Happy.” 

She said, “You are always kind.’ 

“Isabel, why don’t you want tc 9 
this concert?” 

“Oh,” she said wearily, “I d .'t 
know. I don’t think I can even ° jk 
about it right now. I’m tired, I supp 

He touched her shoulder, just as: all 


companionable touch. ‘You've |, en 
so steadfast,” he said thoughtfully. “So 
willing, so anxious to perfect ur 


training. But you really are ready now 
my dear. And if you play the concert 
... he stopped. He bent over and 
kissed her gently, almost imperceptibly, 
on the forehead. “You are a evod 
child,” he said, and got up. 

For half an instant his nearness was 
more than Isabel could bear. She 
moved, and almost did what she so 
longed todo . . . put her arms out and 
hold him, pull him down beside her, 
keep him with her, put her head on 
his shoulder and weep her heart out 
there. Tosay .. . Oh, Arthur, Arthur, 
don’t you know you’re breaking my 
heart. I’m not a piece of machinery, 
an extension of the piano, I’m your wife. 
I want you to iove me and not criticize, 
teach, change, manage me .. . if only 
you'll love me I’Il be all the things you 
want me to be. I’Il play like an angel, 
and with a warm heart. I can’t go on 
like this. 

But she said none of these things to 
him, to the man who was more and 
more of a stranger. 


ZACHARY STOOD in the dark street 
just beyond the lights of the theatre 
marquee and watched the taxi drive 


away. The tall girl in white sat in it 


erect and alone. Zack puzzled over her; 
surely her face was familiar, the face 
of someone who was important to him? 

He went back abruptly to the theatre. 
The usher was just opening the inner 
door. Zach said, “Just a minute, chum. 
Who was the girl just went out?” 

The usher looked at him carefully. 
He looked at the $200 suit and the 
hand-woven tie. He said, “That was 
Isabel Gay Somerville, sir.” He said 
it ina special way, then bowed and went 
on into the theatre. 

Zack went on to the corner and 
dropped his air-mail-stamped envelope 


into the special slot. He went back 
to his car, opened the door, and lid 
into the wide low seat. For a moment 
he sat looking at the glittering «ash- 
board, not really seeing it, seeing ins!cad 
the girl’s face. He drove on up the 
street thinking about her, tryin. to 
place her. It was as if she were som: :0W 
part of his life and his thinking, he 
was sure he’d never met her. 

He left his car at the curb 0» «ide 
the big white apartment buildin be- 
cause he’d need it to take Cleo anc’ ice 
home later, and went through the ick 
and white marble foyer to the el 1 
The whole place was solid plus m 
the chromium door grille to the ile 
tub of flowers against the back all. 
Privately Zack had never got ' to 
living here and would have fel re 
comfortable in something a lit ss 
elegant. But after her years of ly 


Continued on page 42 
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girl’s voices clashed, he applauded by 
whaexing “ae floor with a tail like a 
frayed black hawser. Otherwise he 
accompanied their speech with a steady 
somnolent puffing. He was a year-old 
Newfoundland of prodigious size and, 
by registered name, Warburton King of 
Clubs but he had been rechristened 
Steamboat by Marguerite who now was 
advising Bob crisply: 

“You might pull yourself together, 
darling, and make up your mind, if any.” 

Fervor had lent her face a more 
intense color. Bedazzlement and obstin- 
acy were joined in the rawboned young 
man’s scowl. He ran a hand over his 
cropped hair before he answered: 

“I made it up long ago, my sweet, 
all by myself. You might do a job 
on your own. We’re that way about 
each other. So we ought to be engaged. 
We’ve got that far twice already.” 

**And each time I’ve blushed prettily 
and murmured: ‘If, when and as, do we 
get married next June?’ ” 

“Oh lord!” he said with such vehe- 
mence that Steamboat raised his head 
and panted more loudly. “Hold fast 
to your hat; here we go again. Next 
June, my pet, I graduate—maybe—and 
hunt myself a job. Then, when I’m 
making enough—” 

“You don’t retain very well,” she 
broke in. “If I tell you seven times 
more that next June I get m:’ inherit- 
ance from Grandfather do you suppose 
it will get through your thick skull?” 

“Look,” Bob begged, “can you stop 
gibbering long enough to listen? When 
we marry I’m going to be earning 
enough to keep you.” 

She shook her head with a galling 
smile of pity. 

“Not good enough, darling. If you 
won’t take me, money and all, no sale.” 

Steamboat, who had been watching 
the glowering boy and the taut girl, 
lowered his head again with a long 
contented groan. 

‘* Obstinate wench, aren’t you, 
loveliness?” 

“You're not exactly pliable yourself, 
darling.” 

* Because it’s only decent to geta job 
before—?” 

“Oh my aching back!” Marguerite 
cried in desperation. “‘Get a job, then. 
Father will promise you one, now.” 

“In the publishing racket? Don’t 
make me laugh.” 

“Well, you don’t have to believe me, 
my fine-feathered friend. Go in and ask 
father—not now, though. He’s talking 
to—he’s busy.” 

“Talking to whom?” 

“Adam Redgate,” she told him, and 
was angered to feel her face grow hot. 

**Him? Again? Does he live here, for 
Pete’s sake?” 

“He's living at The Inn, as you very 
well know, while he revises his new 
novel. Father,’ she added maliciously, 
and was pleased to see his face grow 
redder than hers possibly could be, “‘is 
tremendously excited over it.” 

“That’s nice,” he said in a bleak voice. 
“That’s just simply swell. You’d think 

from all the fuss that writing a novel 
was—” He swallowed loudly. 

“Something special?” she supplied 
with corrosive sweetness. ‘“‘Isn’t it, 
darling; or do you just dash them off in 
your spare time?” 


“1 can tell you one thing: if ever 


I do, I won’t ask your father or anyone 

to be my—my midwife, precious.” 
“Coarse, low and vulgar,” she de- 

plored, hiding delight behind an icy air. 


THE SOUND Bob extruded through 
pursed lips surpassed his earlier utter- 
ance in vulgarity and for an instant 
broke the rhythm of Steamboat’s snores. 

“All right, all right,’ he submitted 
sullenly under Marguerite’s glacial stare. 
“I don’t like anything about that 
character—especially you.” 

Adam Redgate’s humorously elabo- 
rate attentions to his publisher’s daugh- 
ter were his most heinous offense 
in the eyes of Bob who had attained 
the overheated state in which any male 
of even remotely military age appeared 
a designing and dangerous rival. There 
also were sundry subordinate reasons for 
his detestation of Redgate, all of them 
rooted in rancorous envy. The novelist 
possessed polish, a heavily whimsical 
manner, a slightly British accent and 
a financially profitable dexterity with 
his mother tongue that caused his 
publisher to regard him with affection, 
and the more literate portion of the 
village to view him with admiring awe. 

The girl, having taken full satisfaction 
in Bob’s distress, now began, against her 
will, to find it pitiful. She spoke loudly, 
as though by vehemence she might 
effect conversion; and at the sound of 
her voice the man who had come from 
her father’s study paused And then 
advanced more delicately along the hall 
toward the screened porch door. 

‘Bobby, you think you’re being noble, 
but you’re really just refusing to play 
unless you make the rules. If I can 
put up with your foul nature you might 
endure my filthy money. Marriage, 
dear heart, requires mutual sacrifices. 
Why can’t we swap?” 

The appeal in her usually wilful eyes 
made the boy’s voice gruff. 

“Because until I have something to 
give you in return for what you’re 
bringing me, it isn’t a swap, dimwit.” 

Adam Redgate, standing unseen 
within the screened door, inclined his 
sleek head and ran a forefinger thought- 
fully over his thin mustache. Marguerite 
was saying violently: “‘Horse feathers.” 

The clashing voices allied themselves 
with hunger’s quickening pangs and 
roused Steamboat. He hauled himself 
up with a grunt and a clattering of 
misplaced paws and after goggling up 
into the bright face of his divinity, laid 
a fringed foreleg, the size and weight 
of a baseball bat, across her lap. 

“Gentlemen,” she told him severely, 
“don’t interrupt. Oh darling, you 
slobber so!” 

Bob rose and hauled the flextble 
enormity away. Steamboat sat between 
the hostile boy and girl. He panted 
loudly and beamed upon them over eight 
inches of lolling tongue. His intense 
cordiality disorganized his companions’ 
argument. To Bob, looking beyond the 
black, loosely assembled brute to his 
beloved, it seemed that 
never had been one half so fragilely fair. 
He awkwardly tried for compromise: 

“If we can’t be regularly engaged, I’d 
like it if you’d wear my frat pin.” 

“To keep other men away until it 
pleases you to reach for me? Thank you, 
I’m not having any.” 

She knew she had stung him and was 
glad. 

“You always say such pretty things, 
don’t you, my pet?” the boy asked at 

Continued on page 23 
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How romance came to a Woodbury Deb— 


Another blind date with a Navy man. 
Betty Meriwether Lewis of Forsyth, 
Georgia, knew just what to expect. He'd 
be handsome—Lt. Comdr. Bill Heyer was! 


But he wouldn’t be back! For Forsyth 





is not a seaport. 
So, after their date, when Bill whispered, 


FOR 


“Til be back,” Betty just smiled politely. 
Same old story! But back he came, travel- 
ling sixteen hours every other weekend! 
They were married on a sunny day. And 
Bill whispered, “Never more beautifull” 
Betty was glad she’d had beautiful skin 
care—with Woodbury Facial Soap. 


THE SKIN 
YOU LOVE TO TOUCH 





“TL wish to stay as glowing as Bill 
thinks me,” Betty whispered. “And 
to help the wish along, I'll keep faith- 


She's learned to use the soap that doesn’t burn her skin 
— Woodbury. Doctors tested Woodbury among women. 
Not one showed a trace of skin burn, that roughened 


ful to my Woodbury beauty routine. condition of skin robbed of its softening oils. Bathe 


Its mildness means no ‘skin burn’.” 


with Woodbury, too, for an all-over beauty treatment. 


No “Skin Burn” with Woodbury’s Beauty-Cream Ingredient! 
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jewelry or blouse you received for Christmas. 
Make it of a fabric which can cope with win- 
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TWO-PIECE SUIT DRESS NO. 3057. Fashion 
endorses the checking account for now into spring. 
This little jacket dips to a point in the back. The 
collar stands up to help red carnations nestle under 
it. The skirt (surprise!) has a back pleat. 


that the sleeves, back and upper front of the bodice 
TWO-PIECE DRESS NO. 3061. It has a knowing are cut in one. 
way with scarves, flowers and neat little blousettes. J 


The tiny shawl collar, flap pockets and unpressed 


JUNTORS! THIS IS YOURS. No. 3075. Horizontal 





pleats make it distinctively 1950. 


tucks trim the gathered-from-the-waist skirt, soft / 3075 
bodice and long bishop sleeves. It’s a style made 

A WEARABLE ONE-PIECE DRESS NO. 3069. sas wily jewelry . . . flowers . . . and your j 

one m . . ' . rettiest Delt. 

Top o your list for winter wear is this one-precer — 7 


with detachable dickey and cuffs. Make a set in 
white piqué . . . another in dark velveteen. Note See opposite page for prices and details for ordering, 
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Make It Yourself 
Our bulletin, ““Dressmaking at Home,” 
will give you the answers to all be- 
ginners’ problems in turning out a 
good-looking dress you'll be proud to 
wear. 
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Service Bulletin No. 2102. 
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last, paused, cleared his throat and 
added more wistfully, “You could send 
it back if—you changed your mind. It 
would be just a token, sort of.” 

His humility softened her. 

**You’ve already given me Steamboat. 
Isn’t that enough? I can send him 


back,” she added with a giggle, “if 
eS 


things get that way.” 

Bob reached out and patted the 
delusively Socratic brow of his gift. 
Steamboat groaned, heaved himself up 
and shambled down the porch, trailing 
upwind a faint scent of cooking that 
had been borne from the kitchen. He 
halted beside the screened door and 
gaped genially at the lurking Redgate. 

“What ho, behemoth!’ the novelist 
said serenely and, advancing toward 
Bob and Marguerite, offered: 

“*Not intruding, | hope.” 

He ignored the earnest godspeed in 
the younger man’s eyes and at Mar- 
guerite’s bidding sat down with easy 
grace and surveyed the smiling girl, the 
glowering boy. In their presence he 
felt the lately fantastic become increas- 
ingly possible. He fumbled in a pocket 
of his impeccable white jacket and 
asked: “‘Do you mind?” 

He was one of the men, Bob thought 
rancorously, who require well-kept briar 
pipes to attest their virility. 

**A lovely day,” Redgate pursued tin 
a voice as sleek as his person,“ for those 
unafflicted with a loathsome script.” 

“Does it go badly?” the girl asked, 
leaning forward and clasping her hands. 

“T still am not as pleased with it,” 
he told her ruefully, “‘as your father 
seems to be.” 

The dark, faintly haggard face that 
Marguerite found provocative showed 
no trace of the desperation its owner 
had felt a few moments earlier when 
Harrison Ashley tactfully had refused 
to grant a further advance payment on 
the manuscript. While Bob fumed in- 
wardly and felt increasingly oafish and 
illdressed, the novelist fascinated the 
other half of his audience with amusingly 
related anecdotes of the literary emi- 
nent, not omitting himself. The whistle 
of the village mill halted the lopsided 
conversation with, it seemed to the 
younger man, unpardonable belatedness. 

“My word!” Redgate exclaimed. 
“Noon already? Time passes swiftly 
in your presence, Princess.” 

Marguerite hesitated and Bob, fearing 
she was about to ask his prime detesta- 
tion to lunch, blurted: ‘“‘I’m driving 
right past The Inn. I’ll take you down.” 

‘Excellent!’ said Redgate and rose. 

They drove the considerable distance 
in rapidly evaporating cordiality. The 
novelist’s companion seemed _ increas- 
ingly depressed by the other’s light talk 
and Redgate finally fell into a thought- 
When he alighted, he 
immediately sought the telephone booth. 

“Princess,” he told Marguerite, “of 


ful silence. 





Pattern Descriptions 


3057—-Misses’ suit dress in sizes 12-20. Size 
16: 5% of 35”; 3% of 54” even plaid material 
Price 25c 

3061—Junior Misses’ and Misses’ two-piece 
dress in size 11, 12, 13, 14, 15, 16, 18. Size 
15: 5% of 35” material with nap; 5% of 35”; 
35s of 54 Price 25c. 

3069—-Misses’ one-piece dress in sizes 12-20. 
Size 16: 4 of 35”; 25% of 54”. Contrasting 
detachable dickey and cuffs: *%4 of 35”; % of 
39”. Price 25c. 

3075—Junior Misses’ and Misses’ one-piece 
dress in sizes 11, 12, 13, 14, 15, 16, 18. Size 
15: 5 of 35”; 4% of 39”; 3% of 54”. Price 25c 


Simplicity patterns may be obtained from 
your local dealer or by mail through the 
pattern department of Chatelaine Magazine, 

481 University Ave., Toronto, Ont. 
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[_] Try crowd psychology { 


Chances are, it’s solo dates the family 
vetoes they’re not against your 
having friends. Why not get your 
schoolmates to rally at your homestead, 
now and then? Show Mom you can cope 
with a mixed crowd. Dating first on 
the “gang” plan is good practice for 
solos later. And whatever the doings, 


It's a mighty sharp student who— 


[_] Snags the prof 
[_] Has the Tweedy Look 
|_| Majors in poetry 


Competition’s keen when the prof’s 
cute—and a bachelor. True, you may 
not be a ball of fire at scanning. But 
your tweeds’ll teil him you’re on your 
toes, style-wise. For this year, tweed’s 
terrific new, inexpensive, with a 
“high fashion” look. In coats, suits or 
dresses, it’s for you! And just for you 
on problem days, there’s a Kotex 
absorbency you'll find exactly right. 
How to tell? By trying all 3: Regular, 
Junior, Super. 
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Play Hannah the Hermit 


Chatelaine, January, 1950 — 23 


he know ? 


What to do if Mom says you're too young for dating ? 


Stick to hen parties 


whatever the day, you’re in the fun in 
comfort, with Kotex. Because it’s made 
to stay soft while you wear it— Kotex 
has softness that holds its shape. What’s 
more, those jiat pressed ends prevent 
revealing outlines. Even when you’re 
togged for a gala evening, you can 
brave the limelight with confidence! 





This aquatic creature should remind her of— 
[| A special soup 
{| A type of sweater 


Elbow grease 


Baby, it’s cold outside—remember? 
So beware of ‘‘turtle skin’! Winter 
tends to dry out most teen complexions, 
and elbows especially need extra care. 
Keep ’em scrubbed and well greased 
with a rich lubricating cream. You'll 
be thankful you did, this festive season, 
when fancy-dandying to formals. Same 
as you'll be thankful (at trying times) 
that you chose Kotex. For the special 
safety centre gives extra protection. 


More women choose 
KOTEX * than all other 
sanitary napkins 


“Nery Personally Yours”, new Free booklet for teenagers. Gives do’s and 
don’ ts for difficult days... the lowdown on grooming, sports, social contacts. 
Send your name and address to Canadian Cellucotton Products Co. Ltd., 
Dept. CH-1, 431 Victoria Avenue, Niagara Falls, Ontario. 


KOTEX IN 3 ABSORBENC/IES: REGULAR, JUNIOR, SUPER 
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... the beauty and softness of “‘Tex-made” 
sheets. Their strong weave and fine white 
finish will keep them looking lovely through 
the years. Ask for ““Tex-made” sheets, they 
are available in four qualities (listed below) 
to suit all budgets. 
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your mercy I crave a boon. Might I 
thrust my dreary old person into the 
light of your presence this afternoon?” 
“Bob and I are playing golf at three,” 
the girl demurred. 
“May I come at two, then? You see, 
my dear, it’s rather important-—to me.” 


REDGATE had been on the Ashley 
porch with Marguerite for a quarter hour 
before Steamboat found out about it. 

Other matters had been heavily upon 
the great dog’s mind. In that disordered 
province, dread of starvation once more 
was resuming sway. Since morning 
Steamboat had had nothing to stay him 
but one corner of a dubiously palatable 
yet filling doormat, a quart of milk, a 
pound of hamburger plus the paper in 
which it had been wrapped, sundry dog 
biscuits bestowed by Marguerite, leav- 
ings from the breakfast and lunch table, 
a few mouthfuls of grass and two defunct 
mice that no one else apparently wanted. 

Thereafter he had stood at the 
kitchen door, deploring his famished 
state with doleful, whistling sounds until 
the exasperated cook, who had been 
stoking him periodically since early 
morning, drove him away. In his 
retreat Steamboat circled the house and, 
seeing Marguerite and Redgate, forgot 
hunger. His intrusion on the conference 
was headlong and disheveling. 

When the tempest had passed, Red- 
gate looked gravely from Marguerite 
to her prostrate, panting worshiper and 
lifted his eyes sadly to her face again. 
She evaded his regard and he found her 
shyness gratifying. 

She was a truly lovely child. There 
might be rewards beyond the mercenary 
in waking her. Oddly mingled amuse- 
ment and pity stirred in Redgate as he 
considered how small a portion of his 
considerable dexterity his enterprise was 
requiring. 

“Dogs,” he offered, glancing down 
again at the sprawling monster, “can be 
profoundly enviable creatures.” 

**Bob gave him to me,’”’ Marguerite 
said with the wild hope that mention 
of her suitor’s name might check her 
heart’s misbehavior. The look Redgate 
gave her only increased it. 

“Bob Graham—” he began in cal- 
culated impulsiveness, stopped and then 
with an obvious effort turned back into 
the course of his earlier speech. 

“So I wanted to tell you,” he resumed, 
“though a deal less eloquently than your 
worshiping dog, what knowing you this 
little while has meant to me. Will you 
believe, Princess, that any small worth 
in my book will be due more to you than 
to an old hack’s skill?” 

“I don’t see how.” Her voice came 
unevenly. 

“Eyes so young and fair as yours, 
dear child, are blind to many things. 
That is only one of the many lovelinesses 
that make you-—different. I shall count 
them all, not once but constantly, when 
I am outward-bound.” 

The brittle lightness of his speech so 
plainly hid profound emotion that Mar- 
guerite blurted: “OQutward-bound?” 

“It is wise,” he told her slowly, “to 
go away before I become a bore or a 
joke, or both. And whether you are 
aware of it or not, dear child, part of 
you goes with me.” 

He sat in melancholy silence while 
the girl wondered whether her own 
difficult breathing were as stertorously 
loud as the sumbering Steamboat’s. 
Redgate pulled on his pipe before ‘e 


asked, “There is someone, of course; 
some golden, incredibly fortunate boy?” 

Marguerite hesitated an instant, 
matching his calm poise against Bob 
Graham’s green ungainliness and then, 
shamed by her disloyalty, nodded. 

“Yes,” Redgate acknowledged with 
the faintest bitterness. “So I thought. 
Graham? Dear child, I wish—I wish 
you happiness.” 

The significant pause satisfied him 
and challenged the girl. She told him: 
“That’s not what you were going to 
say.” 

She observed his irresolution. At last 
he answered: ‘‘No. Perhaps I was going 
to say that values change, Princess, and, 
to a dotard like me, not always for th« 
better. I have reached the age at 
which I envy, without admiring, young 
men. They have standards I lack—or 
none that I possess.” 

“*Bob—” she began but he did not 
seem to hear the interruption: 

“For instance, when one of them 
—ah, warns me off his—ah, preserve 
with the boast that a certain girl has 
baited him with her considerable fortune 
to marry her next June, I—well, I am 
disheartened and bewildered, I confess.” 

He considered ‘mildly Marguerite’s 
struggle to recover speech. 

“If Bob Graham—” she began in a 
stifled voice and halted as the porch 
door opened. Redgate leaped up as Mrs. 
Ashley appeared, portly and perspiring. 
She waved him back with her fan and 
addressed her daughter: 

“Margie, Bob just telephoned from 
some garage to say he'll be late.” 

‘I think,” said Marguerite slowly, 
“that I shan’t golf today. I think 
instead I’ll go for a drive. Would you 
care to come?” she asked Redgate and 
added brightly to her mother, “If Bob 
gets here, tell him I got tired waiting.” 


“THERE’S NO USE,” Mrs. Ashley 
informed Graham a half hour later, “‘in 
looking at me as though I were a 
typhoid carrier, Robert. I’ve simply 
given you her message.” 

““But—” the boy babbled, “but, I’d 
dated her. Redgate—” 

He gagged. Mrs. Ashley nodded. “It 
may be right, after all, for you to glare 
at me, Robert. Marguerite is a head- 
strong young person, I had the idea 
today that she was punishing you.” 

“Was it my fault the ignition went 
blooey?” 

“Anything that thwarts her is some- 
one else’s fault. I don’t share my 
husband’s enthusiasm for Adam Red- 
gate. I’d spank Margie if I were 
you—metaphorically, of course. I’m 
still fond of you, even if you did bring 
that—that weak-minded dinosaur into 
our lives.” 

She nodded toward Graham’s car 
from beneath which protruded two feet 
of Steamboat’s tail. 

“Only a little while ago,” she related 
in a hollow voice, ““he wanted to go 
with Marguerite and Adam and when 
I tried to hold him, he dragged me 
across the lawn. On my stomach.” 

“] think, if you don’t mind,” Bob 
said dully, “I’ll—I’ll take him for a 
walk. He probably needs exercise.” 

Steamboat, returning from a_ long 
cross-country tramp ahead of Bob, 
reached the Ashley dooryard just as 
Marguerite alighted from her car. The 
Newfoundland thrust a dripping 
muzzle into Marguerite’s hand. 

“Oh, please go away, darling,” she 
bade absently. In her agitation she 
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did not see that Bob’s car was parked 
in the back yard or that Steamboat, thus 
dismissed, had crawled under her own. 

Even in the privacy of her room, 
Marguerite found it difficult to reorder 
a mind in which unreasonable anger 
toward Bob kept boiling up to jumble 
her memories of Redgate. 

The man had been a fascinating if 
provoking companion who had laid his 
devotion before her with a dignity that 
had made Bob Graham’s wooing seem 
kin to Steamboat’s transports. Redgate 
had accepted Marguerite’s gentle rebuff 
with a slightly dismaying resignation. 

“Will you remember this?” he had 
begged, and now while she went aim- 
lessly about her chamber, memory of 
the grave voice and sad dark eyes sent 
pricklings along the girl’s spine. “Will 
you never forget that all I have, all | 
am, forever is waiting to serve or succor 
you? Will you remember, Princess?” 

Then, while with parched mouth and 
violent heart she had wished him to go 
on, he had talked instead with the vivid 
choice of words Harrison Ashley ad- 
mired; of lost cays and purple seas and 
the sun-drenched, half-forgotten littl 
harbors that suddenly she had longed 
to visit with him. He had not men- 
tioned Bob Graham again and Mar- 
guerite’s own sore pride had kept her 
from referting to him; nor had_ her 
companion-spoker-further_of love until 
they had halted before*Fre-th. 

“| shall find,” he had told her while 
his solemn voice and eyes once more 
snatched at her breath, “no beauty 
beneath the Southern Cross like these 
last shining hours. Does it offend you,” 
he pursued with touching humility, 


“that I wish you were sailing with me?” 
“That would be much less simple than 
you make it sound,” she had answered, 
hating the primness of her words. 
“I know,” he had admitted sadly, 
‘yet the difficulty is in your heart, my 
dear, not in the accomplishment. We 


could be across the border in two hours, 
win your parents’ forgiveness on the 
morrow, and, next day, be hull-down on 
our way to the seas of enchantment.” 
In the stillness of her room the words 
echoed so loudly that her mother had 
knocked a second time before Marguer- 
ite answered. 
“Margie, Bob’s downstairs and—” 
“T won’t see him. Tell him to go.” 
“Margie”—the opening door revealed 
Mrs. Ashley’s disapproving face-—‘‘he 
hasn’t asked to see you. He wants to 
go home, but your car is blocking the 
drive and you’ve taken the keys.” 
Marguerite rummaged tn her handbag. 
“Here,” she said. ‘“*Give them—never 
mind,” she amended, hating her own 
cowardice. “TI come down.” 


HER RESOLUTION faltered when she 
saw Bob waiting. 

‘Have a nice walk with Steamboat?” 
she asked in a brittle voice. 

*“You bet,” he said valiantly. ‘We 
get along swell together.” 

“That,” she assured him, “I can 
understand.” 

The sting of her comment and a foggy 
memory of her mother’s homily formed 
his reply: “You ought to be spanked, 
you two-timing so-and-so.” 

Marguerite held fast with some difli- 
culty to her pose of amused patronage. 
“Oh, go home, Bobby.” 
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Kitchen work surfaces must wear well. 
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Sathroom walls must be 


easy to keep clean. Both should retain their smooth finish and color. 


These qualifications came first when the Institute tested Arborite 


Wallboard for our Seal of Approval. Our household tests were 


rugged. Arborite surfaces in our kitchen had hard wear for several 


months. Then our chemists 


checked still further to make sure 


this hard sheet plastic lived up to the company’s claims. 


To become thoroughly familiar with this product Marie Holmes 


visited the plant near Montreal. While there she watched each step 


of its production in the modern, scientifically planned factory. 


Having studied Arborite Wallboard thoroughly we think Cana- 


dian homemakers will like it, and find it satisfactory. So it now 


bears the Chatelaine Institute Seal of Approval. 
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LIZABETH SCOTT starring in ‘‘PAID IN FULL 
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You're at the Mocambo. Over at the next table is 

Lizabeth Scott. It’s not polite to stare—but what do 

° you do? You look up from your crepe suzette, steal a 
Dont look now. ee glance. Think she doesn’t know it? Of course she does! 
She’s a star... she expects it! That’s why she wears 

Woodbury Powder (Fiesta for Lizabeth) on her ra- 


diant features ... and carries it in her compact, 





Lizabeth is one of the Hollywood stars who chose 


Woodbury Powder, 6 to 1, when they responded to 
th S a recent survey.* Something wonderful in Woodbury 
ere Powder—a new ingredient—gives your skin a smooth- 


as-satin look. The delicate fragrance clings as long 


as the powder. Seven heavenly shades glorify every 
skin type—without that obvious “powdered” look, 
19¢, 37¢ and 65¢. (Made in Canada. ) 
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THERE’S ONLY ONE LOOK... 


By ELIZABETH ARDEN 





Ever since Eve there’s been 

only one right look ... the look 

of a lovely woman, Just to touch 
Ardena Cleansing Cream and Ardena 
Skin Lotion is to know that you can only have 

incomparable results. Of course, Elizabeth Arden's 

cleansing method leaves skin cleaner, fresher, softer. But it's 
worth a queen's ransom to hear your friends say, “You've 
never looked lovelier!” . . . proof positive that Miss 
Arden's preparations have no rivals. So moderately 


priced, too. You need less to do more! 


Ardena Cleansing Cream, 1.25 to 7.00. Ardena Skin Lotion, 1.25 to 9.75 


Other exquisite Elizabeth Arden Essentials that help you 
attain the Arden Look: 


Ardena Special Astringent, 2.75 and 4.75, 
Ardena Orange Skin Cream, 1.25 to 9.50. 

Ardena Velva Cream, 1.25 to 7.00. 

Ardena Perfection Cream, 7.50 and 12.50. 
Ardena All-Day or Feather-Light Foundation 1.25. 


Miguktm Flin 


At Smartest Shops in Every Town 




















“Won't I just? If you'll kindly 
condescend to get your car the hell out 
of the way.” 

““Gladly,” she cried in fury, leaped 
in, tramped on the starter and slammed 
into reverse. The car backed reluctantly 
and with an abrasive sound. Through 
the engine’s clamor, a louder, less 
disciplined voice arose; a ghastly bellow 
that reached what seemed to be apogee, 
paused and then soared farther. 

Rolled over by the forward axle and 
with his tail excruciatingly beneath a 
wheel, Steamboat, from his lately cher- 
ished retreat that had become a torture 
chamber, proclaimed his terror and 
anguish to all within an extensive radius. 

The Newfoundland whirled and fled 
down the road from the place of horror. 
His wounded tail was clamped beneath 
his belly and he still wept. The sound 
died in the distance. Bob turned a stiff, 
white face toward the girl. His voice 
shook: “‘He loves you, so you run over 
him! Your system! Back your car, 
please.” 

She obeyed clumsily. Guilt and anger 
were forming an explosive mixture 
within her. Bob ignited it. 

“TIl go find him,” he said savagely. 
“T was a fool to trust him to you.” 

“Find him and keep him,” Marguerite 
answered. 

He stared at her and gulped. Before 
he could summon speech, she went on: 
“IT told you I’d give him back if—if I 
changed my mind. Well, he’s yours from 
here on.” 

Graham drove away without a word. 
The Ashley household was swarming out 
to oppress the girl with questions and 
reproaches. Her mother asked, “ Margie, 
why won’t you think before you act?” 

She would have been alarmed to 
know how fast her daughter was think- 
ing and to what purpose. Mr. Ashley, 
brave in white linen, twirled his glasses. 

“We're dining with the Carters, Mar- 
gie. You haven’t much time to change.” 

“I’m not going,” his daughter told 
him. “I want to be alone.” 

He shrugged and surrendered but his 
wife protested: ‘My dear, it’s the 
maids’ night out.” 

“Please!” Marguerite said with a wan 
smile. “‘I only want quiet.” 

When the others had departed, she 
rose from the bed where she had lain, 
apparently stricken. Thought of the 
sensation she would cause, of the reprisal 
she was about to wreak upon Bob, 
fortified her as she called Redgate. 


BOB HAD BEEN overtaking the New- 
foundland but, where the road had 
turned, the dog had plunged blindly off 
into the woods, When the sounds of gri. 
diminished, he still could hear his 
quarry crashing through brush like a 
moose and quite evidently immune to 
his pursuer’s breathless shouting. 

Steamboat’s wind, more profligately 
expended, also was failing. He splashed 
through a brook, paused, sobbing, on the 
farther bank, then returned to lie down 
in the stream. Though it soothed his 
bruises he still was profoundly shbcked. 
He who never had tasted cruelty or fear 
had received unmerited dosages of each. 
He was weltering in water and in woe 
when Bob overtook him. 

“All right, boy,” the soaked rescuer 
comforted. “Take it easy. We're going 
home, you and I. That is,” he amended 
dubiously surveying the waxing dark- 
ness, “if you’ve any idea where we are.” 

The brisk confidence with which the 
dog plunged over ridges and through 


gullies was something less esoteric tha; 
pure homing instinct. Steamboat 

hunger had revived as his misery ha 
ebbed and he was hastening now towar 
the source of provender. When he say 
beyond a meadow, the lights of ti, 
Ashley dwelling, he launched hims: 

toward them at a lumbering gallop the 
outdistanced his spent companion. 

The Newfoundland found the kitch, 
dark and the bowl beside its door empt\ 
As he wabbled toward the lighted fron 
of the house to complain, he saw tha: 
Marguerite’s car stood before the porch. 
Redgate was bearing luggage down thx 
steps and behind him came the dear, 
radiant figure of Steamboat’s divinity. 
In the dog’s shaggy bosom perfect lov: 
cast out fear. The girl, as he emerged 
from the darkness and flung himsel| 
upon her bosom, would have fallen it 
a porch pillar had not stayed her. 

“It’s Steamboat,” she exclaimed. 
“Oh Adam! Look at me.” 

Strained laughter shook her as she 
indicated the lately dainty frock that 
even in the half-light was spectacularly 
blotched by the muddy water the dog 
had cast on her. 

“Princess,” the man said crisply, 
“we'd best get along.” 

“Get along?” she echoed. “Do you 
want me to appear at my own wedding 
looking like—like a swamp?. Bring the 
big suitcase back. I’ll have to change. 
From the skin out,” she added, flinching. 

Steamboat sat patiently before the 
screened door the man had slammed in 
his face. He watched the disputing 
couple in the hall and hoped vainly to 
find in their clashing speech even a 
remote reference to food. He still was 
keeping vigil when Bob stole toward 
him, determined to retrieve the New- 
foundland as stealthily as possible and 
then to pass out of Marguerite’s life 
forever. He had crept close to the vast 
beast when he heard her speak his name. 

“Don’t act like Bob Graham, Adam. 
We’ ve plenty of time, I tell you. No one 
will be home for hours.” 

Only Steamboat’s loud panting ob- 
scured Bob’s grunt as Redgate’s voice 
irritably replied: “‘That infernal dog is 
back and if young Graham was hunting 
for him —” 

“I wish he would appear,” Marguerite 
interrupted violently. “I do, indeed. 
I’d like him to see the result of his vile 
temper and his low boasting to you.” 

“Princess,” Redgate broke in, “time 
is of the essence. I'll take your bag 
upstairs again, dear child.” 


LIGHT AND HEAVIER footsteps 
went through the hall and up the stair 
Steamboat’s muzzle, thrust appealing!) 
into Bob’s hand, revived the stupetied 
young man. Something definitely was 
cooking; something that, only half 
understood, made him faintly sick. He 
opened the portal softly. The New- 
foundland preceded him into the wid 
hall, and, finding no promise of nourish- 
ment, lay down with a groan and sought 
respite from famine’s torment in slumber 

Quick footsteps across the upper floo: 
and down the stair roused in Bob, to: 
tardily, the craven urge to flee. Red 
gate, coming into the hall, halte 
abruptly and considered the bulk of th« 
glowering intruder for a long moment 
before asking precisely: “Is there some- 
thing that you wanted?” 

“What goes on?” Bob demanded. 

“What lies have you been telling 
Margie about me?” 

From the head of the stair Mar- 
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guerite asked sharply: “Who’s there?” 

“Young Robert Graham,” Redgate 
replied drily. 

Steamboat snored with vigor. Mar- 
guerite said at last, “‘I’ll be right down.” 

Redgate siid calmly to her: “The 
unbidden gust, my dear, seems unwill- 
ing to—ah, cake his shadow from the 
door. Perhaps, if you dismiss him—” 





His shrug transferred the problem. 
Marguerite said deliberately: “He can’t 
go too soon, or too far.” 

She turned upon Bob and with a 
not-too-successful imitation of the older 
man’s light disdain bade him: 

“Please leave at once. You’re being 
very tiresome, Robert.” 

Her glance, so plainly seeking Red- 
gate’s approval, drove Bob into ill- 
considered speech. 

“Oh, yeah? And what are you fixing 
to do? You tell.” 

“That,” she informed him haughtily, 
‘is not the least bit of your concern.” 

“That’s what you think. He’s been 
telling you—things I don’t know what, 
but I do know they’re lies. I’ve never 
even mentioned you to him in all my 
life and if you think I’m going to leave 
you here with that—that tomcat—” 


Redgate said quickly to dispel the 
sudden doubt on the girl’s face: 

“You know, my lad, you are growing 
a bit tedious. If you’ve no more juvenile 
threats to offer, suppose you leave.” 

His lordly scorn revived Bob who 
drew a long breath before he answered: 

“Suppose I don’t? Suppose I poke 
you right in the nose?” 

“Robert Graham!’ Marguerite cried 
with oddly mingled alarm and admira- 
tion. Redgate’s teeth glinted beneath 
the thin dark line of his mustache. 

“Yes,” he agreed, “that would be your 
solution, but it won’t do, my dear boy.” 

He lifted the chair on which he had 
been leaning. 

““Suppose,” he said in mimicry, “that 
you leave before I’m compelled to break 
your thick skull.” 

Marguerite cried out as Bob grunted 
and lunged forward. Redgate, taking a 
balancing backward step, brought his 
heel down upon the slumbering Steam- 
boat’s injured tail. To the aghast 
onlookers it seemed as though the man 
were overborne and rolled under by a 
stupendous canine eruption. 

Wood splintered and flew apart as 
Steamboat tore himself free and sought 
the hall’s far end where, still weeping, 
he cowered, an immense, quaking heap 
of overwrought dog. 

Redgate, prostrate beside the shat- 
tered chair, looked up at his irresolute 
adversary. 

“You can drop the hostile pose, old 
boy. My leg—I think it’s broken.” 
He winced as he sat up. 

“Vae victis,”” Redgate said, admiring 
his own dry voice. “It might be well 
if you could get me to a hospital, my 
lad, rather than to bring a doctor here. 
Discretion is the first of the virtues and” 

he glanced again toward the girl 
—‘you can afford to be generous.” 

Marguerite stood on the porch and 
watched Graham lower Redgate gently 
into the car. Nausea that crept through 
a cold internal emptiness kept her from 
speech. Hope was reborn as Bob turned 
toward her, but he only said: “ Be back,” 
and clambered in beside the injured 
man. Red tail lights leered and van- 
ished. Steamboat uttered a famished, 
prompting moan. 


IN THE KITCHEN a black monster 
sprawled at ease, a laden bowl between 
his outthrust forelegs, his benign head 
bent and intensely occupied. Steamboat 
ate dog meal, spinach and milk; he ate 
hamburger, slices of cold lamb and three 
raw eggs, then looked up promptingly 
at Marguerite. While she replenished 
his dish from the icebox, she wondered 
drearily whether Bob ever would return 
and was so immersed in misery that 
she was not aware of his presence until 
she had placed the reladen bowl before 
the dog and, turning, saw Graham 
watching her from the doorway. He 
announced bleakly before she could 
speak: 

“We told them at the hospital that 
he fell downstairs. Maybe that’s all you 
ought to claim to know about it.” 

“Maybe,” she answered dully, won- 
dering why he looked thinner and older. 
He cleared his throat. 

“T’ve come for Steamboat.” 

‘*He’s still eating,’’ she said 
desperately. 

“Yes; so | see.” 

“1 know,” she offered, hoping to break 
his baleful gravity with spite, “how you 
must hate waiting for him to finish.” 

“You can say that again.” 

“And it’s as unpleasant for me, I can 
assure you,” she replied, without scruple, 
“when I remember what you called me 
today.” 

Her failure to rouse him was terrifying. 

“Is that dog going to eat all night?” 

“You can’t have him,” she cried. 
“Go on home, if—if you’re in such a 
hurry, but Steamboat’s mine and I'll 
never let him go; never, never, never. 
If it hadn’t been for him—” 

She turned away and blew her nose 
violently. 

“You gave him to me,” she ventured 
in a stifled voice. “I love him, Bob. 
Please don’t take him.” 

For an instant silence magnified the 
deplorable sounds of Steamboat at 
dinner. 

“Oke,” Graham said at last. “He’s 
yours, if—” 

She waited, inwardly cringing yet 
eager. 

“You can’t,” Bob began again, “have 
him without me—” 

“Oh you idiot,” she broke in, warmed 
by the glow of imminent triumph, “‘do 
you think there’s anything else on 
earth—” 

“*Hold it.”” He spoke so sharply that 
she obeyed and looked at him with 
shining, almost respectful eyes while he 
plodded on: 

“You can’t have him unless you’re 
going to marry me. You can’t marry 
me unless you'll wait till I have a job 
and am earning enough—” 

Tears gleamed on her smiling face. 

“Could you,” she faltered, “ pipe down 
long enough to let me tell you that 
—that whatever you want, whenever 
you want it, is jake with me? Oh, Bob!” 

The preoccupied Steamboat ate beets 


and wheat flakes; he ate a half loaf 


of bread, string beans and macaroni, 
and, having washed his bowl clean with 
an industrious tongue, looked up more 
in hope than expectation. 


Those whom, next to nourishment, he 


held dearest stood as heedless now of 


him as he lately had been of them and 
so intricately associated that they 
seemed practically one entity. Steam- 
boat regarded the amalgamation fondly 
and in approval waved with discretion 
his much afflicted tail. 
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The Wife 


Continued from page 13 


the first step in becoming well-adjusted. 

“And while you’re about it,” he 
continued, ‘‘you may as well take the 
long view of it.” 

It’s frustrating and unsettling, he 
explained, to look upon a given set of 
circumstances as temporary. If Joe 
is as good as she thinks he is, he may 
well step up from salesman in charge 
of a horrid littke Monday-to-Friday 
territory to sales supervisor in charge 
of several horrid little Monday-to-Fri- 
day territories. And he will, thence- 
forward, be gone from his hearth for 
three and four weeks at a time. And 
if he’s really good, he may eventually 
become sales manager in charge of 
operations from coast to coast. And he’ll 
be away for three months at a time. 


**So,” our psychologist concluded, “‘if 


you married a man who earns his living 
selling things, you may just as well 
adjust yourself in the beginning to the 
fact that you’re going to spend a great 
part of your married life alone.” 

The wives we talked to seemed to be 
finding life entirely bearable. 

They had one thing in common 

absorbing hobbies which kept things 
clicking busily from Monday morning 
until Friday night. 

Wife number one was 19 when she 
married her traveling man. ‘I guess 
I was a little young and silly,” she told 
us from the advantage of her present 
24 years. She loved dancing and parties 
and getting out in the evening—and it 
wasn’t long before she started looking 
on the traveling salesman’s job as 
something devised by an unkind destiny 
especially to make her unhappy. 

It took about six months of marital 


bliss, she told us, for a bad case of 


monotony to set In. She was not, at 
19, what any of your sales managers 
would have called ‘‘adjusted.”” She was 
a lonely, unhappy youngster, and she 
began burving her woes tn the social 
lite of her young pals—-most of whom 
were yet unmarried. 

The nature of the parties changed 
from good solid fun in someone’s living 
room where nobody was necessarily with 
anybody, to dancing in dance halls and 
partying in hotels where a girl must, 
perforce, arrive and leave with the same 
escort. The escort was provided. 

“Tt was all perfectly innocent,” she 
said, “but | don’t know how I expected 
the general public to believe it. And 
I certainly don’t know how I expected 
my husband to believe it. Some of our 
week ends,” she recalled, “‘ were strictly 
from a Grade B movie—with Chazz 
pacing the floor and flailing his arms, 
and me sitting stonily in a corner of 
the chesterfield trying to look like Joan 
Crawford, looking pale, tragic and 
misunderstood. 

**T finally pulled up my socks,” she said, 


“when Chazz threatened to quit his job 


and my father threatened to spank me. 
Father didn’t worry me too much,” she 
went on, “but Chazz did. Of course 
nothing could have pleased me more 
than to have him take a nice nine-to-ftve 
job in an accounting office. But I 
knew he wouldn’t make a very good or 
a very happy accountant, 

“So,” she said airily, “I started study- 
ing languages.” 

“Something rather nice has come of 
it all,” she said. “I have a 17-year-old 
brother who can’t understand how there 


could be 50,000,000 in the world clever 
enough to learn French. He’s taken 
to coming to me for help—and lately, 
some of his pals, both male and female, 
have taken to coming with him. 

“*T find that teaching ts lots of fun,” 
she said. 

Wife number two was well-adjusted 
to begin with. She realized before she 
was married that she was going to have 
a good many lonely hours on her hands 

and she decided to put them to good 
use. She has too. Next summer she will 
be ready for her A.T.C.M. 

“Tt may sound a bit Pollyannaish,”’ 
she said, “but I do think it helps a 
lot if you sit down and count your 
blessings occasionally. And one of mine 
is that I’ve been able to pick up my 
music where I left it when I got a job, 
a beau and a lot of other interests that 
took all my evenings and week ends. 

“IT know I wouldn’t have done it if 
Bob hadn’t been away all week,” she 
went on. “‘My days are so full of 
children and housework that I just 
wouldn’t have time evenings.” 

We asked her about the other bless- 
ings she counted occasionally and she 
rhymed off a list of compensations that 
was truly enlightening. “For one thing,” 
she laughed, “‘you can’t very well get 
bored with each other. You haven’t 
time. And I do think that a traveling 
salesman’s wife—if she’s smart—has a 
better chance of remaining her hus- 
band’s ‘best girl’ than the woman whose 
husband leaves the office promptly at 
live every night. 

“For instance,” she warmed to her 
subject, “the girl who spends the week 
alone can certainly arrange things so 
she doesn’t have to put her hair up in 
bobby pins the two nights he’s home. 
And she can, for two mornings of the 
week, manage to crawl out of bed in 
time to put on a face and some decent 
duds before he comes to breakfast. And 
she can plan her life so that the week 
ends will be as free as possible of the 


houschold stuff that most stay-at-home 
men get involved in, one way or another. 
She can have the washing, ironing, 
mending, baking, shopping and house- 
cleaning done—and be prepared to have 
fun for the two days he’s home. 

“A lot of husbands complain,” she 
said, “that their wives aren’t any fun. 
That’s because they don’t know how 
much work they make around a house. 
Their wives just don’t have time to be 
fun. But when your husband’s away 
all week,” she went on, “‘you do have 
time—if you go about things efficiently. 

**And that’s another thing,” she said. 
“T think any woman is far happier and 
far more attractive if she has a certain 
amount of self-sufficiency and the con- 
fidence to run things capably and well. 

“Well,” she laughed, “‘a_ traveling 
salesman’s wife just bas to be self- 
sufficient. You never know,” she con- 
tinued, “Show many things there are in 
a house just waiting to go wrong until 
you have to take care of them all by 
yourself. Leaking faucets, falling plas- 
ter, blown trons—they terrified me at 
first, but I couldn’t pick up the phon« 
and demand that Bob do something 
about it instantly. I just had to learn 
about these things myself. And I think 
I’m a better woman for it. 

“Of course,” she said hastily, “I do 
think this business of effictency can be 
carried too far. Men are men—espe- 
cially when they’re traveling salesmen 

and it’s a good idea to let them think 
they’re running things. I always manage 








to save a couple of problems to talk 
over with Bob when he comes home. 
If it’s been an uneventful week, | 
sometimes have to make them up. But 
it’s worth the trouble—he likes to think 
I’m slightly stupid.” 

In her philosophy on week ends and 
self-sufliciency, wife number three was 
strongly endorsed by every sales man- 
ager we talked to. 

When we asked about week ends they 
told us, drawing on their long experience 
with salesinen, that they were very, vert 
important. When we asked why, they 
generally looked us sternly in the eye 
and announced that their salesmen were 
good guys. Good guys all. Then they 
studied their hands and explained softly 
that because of the very characteristics 
that made them good salesmen they had, 
perhaps, a shade less—ah—consistency 
as husbands than men who had never 
heard the call of the open road. 

Said one cherubic little executive 
whose secretary was wiring for reser- 


o him, “A 


vations while we talked 


salesman is naturally friendly. So he 
He has a good 
personality. So people warm to him.” 

And we seem to recall hearing recently 
that svelte blondes and sultry brunettes 
in other cities are now being classed as 


warms to people. 


“people.” 

Regarding self-sufficiency, our same 
cherubic sales manager had this to say 

“Tf there’s anything that’s no good 
to a traveling man, it’s a clinging-vine 
wife who wrings her hands when he 
leaves and weeps all over him when he 
comes home. What he needs,” he said 
emphatically, “is a gal who will pull 
him out of bed on Monday morning, 
give him a good kick in the pants and 
tell him to get out and make some 
money.” 

‘I suppose,’’ we said, nibbling 
thoughtfully on our pencil, “‘that that 
would come under ‘inspiration.’ 

Our cherubic sales manager looked at 
us wonderingly. ‘“‘Women have the 
darndest names for things,” he said 
softly. + 
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Fashion Favorite 





HAPPY THE sports-minded girl who wears a soft hand-knitted pullover 
worked in delightful Fair Isle design. For in lovely imported woolens 
the Fair Isle imprint has always been one of charm and distinction, has 
contributed much to the fame of expensive English knits. This style 
of knitting, combining as it does skill of design and warmth of color, is 
a craft well worth learning . . . once learned, it’s easy and pleasant to 
do. You'll wear this trim, bright sweater outdoors for skating, skiing 


~indoors at the office, at school or home. 





Instructions for working may be obtained from Chatelaine Handi- 
crafts, 481 University Ave., Toronto 2. Order No. S-233, price 10c. 
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HOTPOINT GIVES YOU MORE 


144 MORE REFRIGERATED SPACE-—9% cu. ft. 
in approximately the same floor space as last 


year’s 7 cu. ft. model... at no increase in cost! 


5 BRAND-NEW FEATURES — Look: 


® New Butter Conditioner 

® Large Frozen Food Compartment 
® Jiffy Cube Ice Trays 

® Fingertip Door Latch 

® 44% more shelf area. 


Other food-saving, time-thrifty, features include the 
oversize Meat Keeper, Chiller Tray, two High 
Humidity Vegetable Drawers and the 6-shelf Handi 
rak door that gives Hotpoint front-row storage equal 
to two ordinary refrigerators. 
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Hotpoint’s Butter Conditioner 
Cheers! It keeps one pound of butter 
not too hard, not too soft but just 
right for easy economical spreading. 
Temperature is adjustable. 





Hotpoint’s Frozen Food Compartment 


Stores 80 individual servings of frozen 
foods plus $2 ice cubes. 
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The Vixen 
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smoke threaded the still bright air. I 
understood that. I liked it better that 
way, too, even then, and after I met 
Mattie Hazen— 


I WAS ABOUT 10 the first time I went 
up there alone. It was on the spring day 
when my youngest sister Althea was 
born, and my father couldn’t leave and 
there was no one else to go. Father said 


I was old enough anyhow and that if 


] didn’t know the way, certainly old 
Susie would get me there and back 
safely, if I’d let her have her head. So | 
set off, feeling very important from the 
crown of my neatly braided head to the 
soles of my sturdy boots and ignoring 
the fact that slapping the reins along 
Susie’s broad back or hauling at the bit 
alike failed to alter her self-determined 
leisurely pace. We turned off the main 
thoroughfare into the grass-grown re- 
mains of what had once been a well- 
traveled road, passed between the 
beetling ledges where road and stream 
crowded each other for passageway, and 
were in Hazen’s Hollow. 

Great - uncle Ira 
had taken over one 
of the smaller sets of 
Hazen buildings, on 
the sunny north side 
of the river, and in 
spite of what my 
mother said, he 
seemed to get along 
all right. This morn- 
ing when I turned 
Susie—or she turned 
me—into the maple- 
arched lane, he was 
out planting his 
peas, but he dropped 
his measure of seed 
with his usual air 
of having been em- 
ployed simply to fill 
time until some- 
thing more interest- 
ing offered and came 
to meet me. 

“Saturday again already, Ivy?” he 
said. “I swear I don’t know where the 
time goes.” Since the subject of what he 
found to do with himself all alone up 
there in that God-forsaken spot was a 
popular one in the village, | remarked 
in what I hoped was a grown-up 
manner—for today I was representing 
the Family—that I should think he’d be 
lonesome. He laughed. “Not me. | 
have plenty of company.” I didn’t see 
how that could be, but I didn’t like to 
say So, since the truth was that I stood a 
little in awe of Uncle Ira, because he 
looked like my idea of God. At that time 
he couldn’t have been much over 50, but 
he wore his hair and beard long, and 
they fell in truly impressive waves 
around his chest and shoulders. But it 
was more than that. His face had some- 
thing about it unlike the other faces I 
knew. I was too young even to try to 
define what that quality was; but com- 
pared with Uncle Ira’s face, everyone 
else’s seemed sharp and seeking, anxious 
and harassed, as unstable as water. 

My family responsibility began to be- 
come oppressive as I asked primly after 
his health and the health of his cow and 
horse, and whether his hens were laying 
well, and if there were anything he 
wanted brought up from the village 


Our Kars Are Small 
by MARY ETHEL WALTON 


Without a sound 
The sun drops down, 
The moon looms up, 
The shadows fall 
Without a sound. 
We cannot hear to lie full length 
The stars appear 

The dark to crown. 
Our ears are small— 
The cricket's chirrup, 
The wind on the down, 
A night-bird’s call, 
We all can hear; 

But not our sphere 
Whirling around— 
Vast, profound. 


the next week—all the questions I’d 
heard my mother ask so many times— 
and he answered me gravely as he un 
hitched Susie and turned her into the 
corral. I gave him the basket of pies 
and bread that I had brought and said, 
in as nearly my father’s tone as I could 
manage, “ You’re early with your peas. 
Frost’ll get them, sure as shooting.” It 
wasn’t as much fun coming up to Uncle 
Ira’s alone as I had thought it would be. 

He answered as he always answered 
such criticisms. “Don’t you worry about 
me, Ivy. I make out. The Hollow looks 
after its own.” Then he laughed. “I 
washed the floors yesterday, and you can 
tell your mother everything’s as neat as a 
pin. Now just have a good time It’s 
bad enough having your folks traipsing 
up here out of a sense of duty. I want 
one person left who comes because she 
likes to. Why don’t you go up to the 
Jed Hazen place and see if his rhubarb 
is ready to pull? We’ll eat whenever you 
get back.” That was like Unele Ira. 
He left people to their own devices and 
never used time as a whip. He never 
said things like, “Hurry, or you'll be 
late,” or “Be back by noon.” He 
didn’t own a clock and so there was no 
such thing as time in the Hollow. That 
was one of the rea- 
sons I liked to go 
there. 


I SET OFF with a 
wonderful free feel- 
ing of having the 
whole day and the 
whole Hollow at my 
disposal, I stopped 
at the gristmill site 


over the water on 
one of the remaining 
hand - hewn string- 
ers and peer down 
at the trout which 
hung suspended in 
the clear current. 
Then I detoured 
through a blossom- 
ing orchard to see 
if Lucy Hazen Bart- 
lett’s English violets 
were in bloom yet, and started to cut 
across a field and a woodfot to the 
Nahum Hazen house, which still stood 
in fair condition and which I had long 
ago marked as my own. I was going to 
live there when I grew up. I'd go up 
there and sweep out the bare rooms with 
a broom I had made of brush tops, and 
dust my collection of broken dishes, 
singing to myself and my imaginary 
family as I pretended to cook meals in 
the big fireplace with the dutch oven. 
It was a wonderful place to play. 


This morning, though, as I was passing 
the old Hazen cemetery, I caught a flash 
among the tipsy headstones out of the 
tail of my eye and turned aside to 
investigate it, climbing the tumble-down 
wall and forcing my way through a 
tangle of briars. And there I saw, 
stretched out in the sun ona fallen moss- 
covered slate marker surrounded by 
patches of pink and white ground phlox, 
a mother fox. Her ears were alert, but 
her pointed face was placid and pleased 
as she watched four whelps roll and 
tumble about the entrance of the den. I 
was more enchanted than surprised, be- 
cause I knew that foxes sometimes did 
hole up in old graveyards, presumably 
because the digging was easy there; so 
with infinite care I lowered myself until 
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I lay flat on my stomach in the tall weeds 
and gave myself up to the pure pleasure 
of watching them play. They were so 
pretty and graceful and unconscious of 
being observed that I laughed aloud. In 
the wink of an eye they were gone. 

““Now you’ve done it,” said a voice in 
my ear, and I turned my head quickly, 
twice as startled as the foxes had been. 
A little girl was lying prone beside me, 
her slanting, yellowish eyes laughing at 
my discomfort. 

“J—I didn’t hear you come,” I 
stammered, and she said simply, “No.” 

Then she stood up and brushed the 
leaves off her faded dress and I had a 
good look at her. She was about my age, 
I judged, but she didn’t look like any 
of the girls in my grade. She had a 
pointed little face, and her remarkable 
eyes were fringed with long black lashes, 
but her hair was the most peculiar thing 
about her — reddish, with a queer dark 
gloss to it. It was the sort of hair you 
wanted to stroke. She said, “I’m Mattie 
Hazen. What shall we play?” It was as 
simple as that; but I guess most import- 
ant things like making friends are 
simpler in childhood than ever again. 

“I’m Ivy Frazier, and I live down in 
the village. I’m up here to see my 
Great-uncle Ira. Do you know him? 
Where do you live?” 

“Oh, here in the Hollow. I’ve lived 
here for ages. Of course I know Ira.” 

I received that with childhood’s un- 
complicated acceptance, not even won- 
dering why Uncle Ira hadn’t mentioned 
her to me. She whirled quickly—all her 
movements were quick and light and 
graceful—and said, ““Come on. I bet | 
know a place that you don’t know.” 

Of how we spent that day I have little 
recollection. I only know that the 
time went fast and that with every hour 
I became more and more enthralled with 
Mattie. It wasn’t until our wanderings 
took us across Jed Hazen’s back pasture 
that I remembered the rhubarb and 
realized how late it was. I told Mattie 
I had to go back, and she said she’d walk 
part way. When we came opposite the 
place where I had met her, Mattie said 
good-by. “‘I’ll see you some other 
time,” she stated. 

“All right,” I said. “Last look.” That 
was a game children used to play at 
parting. I ran down the lane and heard 
her call my name; but I didn’t turn, 
because I knew she just wanted to trap 
me into the last look. When I did glance 
back, Mattie was nowhere in sight. 

I burst into Uncle Ira’s kitchen and 
sure enough, he was just taking dinner 
up from the stove, as he had promised, 
although it was long past time. That 
was like Uncle Ira. He didn’t seem at 
all concerned about my long absence, 
and that was like Uncle Ira, too. My 
mother would have been having a fit, 
picturing me drowned, eaten by bears, 
dead of exposure, or at the least, lying 
somewhere with a broken leg. I de- 
manded at once, “Why didn’t you tell 
me about Mattie Hazen?” 

ra 

“So you’ve met up with Mattie?’ 
he said unperturbed. “I’m not surprised. 
The time must hang heavy on her 
hands. Where’d you run across her?” 
I told him the whole story as we ate, and 
he just said “Unhuh,” at appropriate 
intervals, even when I ended breath- 
lessly, “I just love her, Uncle Ira!’ 

“Unhuh,” said Uncle Ira again, and 
laid down his fork. “Ivy, you’re a pretty 
good one about keeping a_ secret. 
There are reasons why it’s best that no 


one know about Mattie being here—best 
for her, and for you, too. So if you could 
just see your way clear to not mention- 
ing her to anyone—” 

I looked at him in surprise. It seemed 
an odd kind of secret, and one not likely 
to be kept for long. “Alt right,” I agreed 
doubtfully. “But won’t the truant 
ofticer—?” 

He smiled, his peculiarly sweet and 
untroubled smile. ‘‘Mattie’s been here 
a long time and Ben Whittaker hasn’t 
caught up with her yet. The Hollow 
looks after its own. Just you keep your 
tongue between your teeth.” 


THAT SUMMER the task of going up 
to the Hollow fell more and more often 
on me. It had been proven that I was 
capable of doing it, and my mother was 
pretty busy, with five children and her 
hens and church work and all. It was 
wearing at times, and [ was glad to 
escape to the Hollow and Mattie, who 
didn’t know anything about my mother’s 
ambitions and cared less. She never 
asked questions about my home life. 
And I never asked questions about 
hers. It wasn’t entirely lack of curiosity, 
either, that made me forbear. It was 
simply that when I was with Mattie, 
she was enough. It’s a little hard to 
explain, but it was as if she and | 
belonged to a world of our own, of which 
we were the only inhabitants, a world 
that was physically the world of the 
Hollow, but that was more than a 
physical world. It was a world of the 
spirit, a world of delight and enjoyment, 
in which we needed no one else, least of 
all our everyday, prosaic families. We 
always met—although some weeks | 
couldn’t get to the Hollow, and some- 
times when I did, I didn’t see her—near 
the fox dens, and that’s where we usually 
parted. I had the impression that she 
lived at the far end of the Hollow, and 
we never roamed in that direction. 


IT WAS with considerable relief that | 
watched the bus unload that first day of 
school and saw that Mattie was not 
among the flock of scrubbed and hair- 
slicked pupils. She didn’t belong in 
I chuldn’t imagine her sitting 
with her strange 


school. 
there submissively 
bright hair disciplined into tight braids 
away from her narrow face, her slanting 
amber eyes dutifully on the teacher. 

But I missed her terribly. None of the 
other girls was like her, and_ their 
silly chatter and budding interest in the 
boys and bewildering habit of being 
Best Friends one day and Not Speaking 
the next left me uneasy and unhappy. 
There were times when I didn’t see how I 
could possibly stand the days till I could 
go up to Uncle Ira’s again and run the 
Hollow with Mattie Hazen, playing in 
one of the abandoned houses, or sitting 
still as stones by the fox den while the 
whelps played around us and the vixen 
trotted by with bright unstartled glances, 

I don’t know exactly when it was that 
my brother Paul, who was next oldest 
to me, decided one Saturday that he’d 
like to be the one to go up to Uncle 
Ira’s for a change.To say I was fit to be 
tied would be putting it mildly. I was 
furious with Paul, because I thought he 
was just trying to get out of cleaning the 
henhouses, his regular Saturday job. 
This morning he had the perfectly good 
and admirable argument that he was 
saving money to put himself through 
college and a trap line in the Hollow 
would be a good source of income. 
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. The most important part of a 
\ child’s apparel is footwear. And 
in Jumping Jacks you get a 
basically sound design for baby’s 
first shoes. The sole 

extends right up the heel 


in one continuous piece. 





This gives a rounded heel straight 
across the full width which 
makes it easy for the toddler 
to take his first steps. 

helps keep feet straight. 
Jumping Jacks, white 


or coloured are 83.95. 


: . 
There are Savage Shoes in every 
price range. You ll find them 


under these brand names 


RESEARCH + HURLBUT CHUMS 
SANDY SAVAGE 


JACK & JILL + RED SCHOOL HOUSE 





THE SAVAGE SHOE COMPANY LIMITED - PRESTON, ONTARIO 
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Really automatic 
cooking—with the 
Cook-Master Oven 
Clock Control! 
Move two knobs 
and flip a lever— 
oven turns on, 
turns off automati 
cally, at time set 


Rediantube Sur- 
face Units have 
5 exact, con- 


trolled cooking . 


speeds. Quick 
to heat, spar- 
ing of electric 
current — 
yours only on 
a Frigidaire 
Electric Range. 














The Triple-Duty 
Thermizer leads a 
busy life. First, 
it’s a deep-well 
cooker. Second, 
it’s a small oven. 
Third, it gives 
iu an extra sur- 
ace unit that 
pops up instant) 
when it’s eaded. 


Baking-hot in 51/2 
minutes — that’s 
how guickly this 
big Even-Heat 
Oven warms up! 
Has automatic 
time and tem- 
perature signals 
and smokeless- 
type broiler. 
Porcelain finish. 


The Thrifto-Matic 
Switch is an 
automatic cur- 
rent-saver — it 
keeps the Ther- 
mizer at speedy 
“High” heat up 
to 20 mins., then 
automatically 
lowers heat to 
thrifty “Simmer” 


No spill-over 
problem here — 
Not with this en- 
closed, streamlin- 
ed Flowing-Top 
of acid-resistant 
Lifetime Porce- 
lain. No cracks to 
catch spill-overs 
and it’s so easy 
to keep clean! 


Perfect match in beauty and practical usefulness to the 
Frigidaire Refrigerator—that’s the Frigidaire Electric 
Range. See its many other outstanding advantages at 
your Frigidaire dealer’s. He’s listed under “Stoves and 
Ranges” in the Yellow pages of your phone book. Or 
write Frigidaire Products of Canada, Limited, Leaside, 
Ontario, Dept. C. 











I thought of the foxes—the foxes who 
were Mattie’s friends and mine, in spite 
of the fact that most people will tell you 
that no one can tame or be friends with 
a fox—struggling in the traps, tortured 
and terrified and bewildered, and | 
hated Paul. I stamped and screamed 
and cried until my mother took me by 
the shoulders and shook me. “‘That’s 
enough of that,” she said sternly. 
“Fourteen and acting like a baby.” 

“But I have to go,” I wailed. “I 
promised—” 

“Promised who?” 
sharply. 

““Why—Uncle Ira, of course. He'll 
expect me. You always say we shouldn’t 
break promises I was lying, but I 
didn’t care. I had to get to the Hollow. 

She sighed. “‘Oh, all right. Not that 
it'll make any great difference to Ira 


She looked at me 


who comes, but a promise is a promise.” 

Once in the Hollow, after the barest 
greeting to Uncle Ira, I flew up to the 
cemetery and found Mattie sitting on the 
wall, swinging her bare brown legs. She 
had grown tall in the years I had known 
her and, I thought, very beautiful; but 
perhaps that was because | loved her so 
much. I poured out my story. “It’s 
not only that he'll be setting traps,” I 
“After all, you 
can go along behind him and spring 
them all. But he'll be up here all the 
time, every day or so, and my mother’ll 
never let me come. She'll say there’s 
plenty for me to do at home.” 


concluded miserably. 


She didn’t say anything and I looked 
at her and saw that she was laughing. 

“Don’t worry, Ivy. As Ira says, 
the Hollow looks after its own. Let him 
come next week. It'll be the last time. 
Now let’s go find some mushrooms for 
Ira. I know where there are loads.” 

The next week Paul went to the 
Hollow, and when he got home, he didn’t 
have much to say. My father asked him 
how the trapping prospects looked, and 
he said shortly that he’d changed his 
mind. “‘Damn the Hollow,” he said. 
“Uncle Ira can have myzshare. I don’t 
like it up there. It gives me the creeps.” 
I hugged myself. Somehow Mattie had 
certainly managed to fix Paul’s wagon, 

But what he had said about hunting 
in the Hollow was true. The next 
November Fred Ellis and Jake Phipps 
got lost; or at least everyone thought 
they were lost when they weren’t home 
at 10 o’clock at night. Fred — Ellis’ 
mother called up to see if Fred was at 
our house, because I was supposed to be 
his girl—I was about 15—and she 
thought he might have stopped in for 
supper on the way home. He wasn’t 
there, but he told me about it the next 
day. It seemed that they were tracking 
a deer in the light snow, and when dusk 
fell they found themselves in the hills 
behind the Hollow. “It took us hours to 
go around in the dark, through that 
rough country,” he said. 

“But why didn’t you just go down and 
follow the stream to the road, instead 
of wasting all the daylight ramming 
around in the hills?” 

“*Get caught in the Hollow after dark? 
Not me,” he said emphatically. ‘I! 
don’t like the Hollow any better than 
anyone else does—except you and your 
Uncle Ira.”” He was still a little mad 
because the Saturday before I’d refused 
to go to a football game with him, saying 
that I had to go up to Uncle Ira’s. 

“Oh, honestly!’ I exclaimed. “Of all 
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‘J.ARTHR RANK 


PRESENTS 


JOHN MILLS, HIS HORSE, 


For The Next 90 Days, The 
Favorites Are Favored To Win 





The production cycle is bringing back again 
the top names at the box office—writers 
as well as stars. 


* * * 


After the extraordinary success of scripts 
by Maugham, Shakespeare and Dickens, 
the next big-name Britisher to write for 
pictures, is D. H. Lawrence. The Lawrence 
film is based on his most moving story, 


THE ROCKING HORSE WINNER. 
* * * 


The star and producer is that first favorite 
of many fine people, young and old, John 


Mills. 

* * * 
Margaret Lockwood, as predicted, is back 
in a best-selling romance, MADNESS OF 
THE HEART. 

* * * 


Trevor Howard has switched to Tunisia 
and adventure in GOLDEN SALAMAN- 
DER, largely filmed in Africa. The film 
introduces an exotic teen-age French star, 


Anouk. 
* * * 
DIAMOND CITY, also from Africa and 


also adventure, brings back David Farrar 


of BLACK NARCISSUS. 
* * * 


Eagle-Lion has made it a policy to present 
from time to time unusual independent 
films of merit, especially those of France. 
For cinemagoers who do not know the 
language and who have never seen Parisian 
entertainment, here is a_highly-recom- 
mended first film: Michele Morgan in Aux 
Yeux du SOUVENIR. 


* * * 


Self-made star of the season is the squirrel, 
GINGER NUTT who is now to have his 
own series of cartoons with Color by 


Technicolor, produced by David Hand. 


To be sure you see these J. Arthur Rank films, 
ask for the playdates at your focal Theatre. 


~~ 


Fan 
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MORE INTENSE colors are becoming popular in today’s 
interior schemes. Light pastel shades for walls are being 
replaced by medium to dark tones calculated to produce a feel- 


ing of warmth, security. 


BRIGHT, CHEERFIL L CHINTZ strikes welcome note contrast- 
ing with plain walls. Draperies may be used to inspire color 
schemes, to brighten uninteresting corners as well as bedeck 


windows. 


GROUP YOUR PICTURES to make a better showing. This 
arrangement and the one over the chesterfield are two alterna- 
tives. Small pictures may be combined as a single design unit, 
provided the frames forming the top, bottom and sides are kept 


in line. 


STRIPED AND FLORAL fabrics can be successfuly combined 


in the same room. Here’s proof! Covering for sectional 
chesterfield has small pattern so as not to detract from draperies’ 


“show Bi 


RUG IS FOUNDATION for decoration of any room, unites 
furniture groupings. Wall-to-wall carpeting makes the room 
appear larger. 

UPHOLSTERED PIECES should be bought as much for the 
quality of their construction as for their lines and finish. These 
chairs bring light relief to formality of the conversational 
grouping. 

TABLES ARE FOR USE. Small thing, maybe, but even end- 
tables need shelves. They’re handy for holding magazines, books 


and sewing. 





Photo courtesy The T. Eaton Co. Ltd. 


Trv These Ideas Indoors! 


tN 






The ingenious pull-out chairs 
(above) fit tight and snug under con- 
tinuous counter top used as dining bar. 
The covering is same material as used 
for upholstering chair seats and backs. 


Sunlight and the free movement of 
air are wonderful aids in guarding base- 
ments from ““summer damp.” Keep the 
windows open to let warm air blow 
through, and remove overhanging shrub- 
bery. Also, hardware stores sell special 
crystals which can be suspended in 
basements to absorb moisture. 


by John Caulfield Smith 


Editor, Home Planning Department 


Scissors dull? Sharpen them by cutting a 
piece of fine sandpaper. 


If you have a small living room and dining 
room, obtain greater spaciousness by treating 
the two rooms as one. Use a single color 
scheme, wall-to-wall floor covering, and 
draperies and slipcovers that match. 


If the electric doorbeil fails to work, turn 
off main switch, then make sure the electric 
connections are clean. At the same time, 
tighten the screws and nuts holding the wires 
in place. If the bell still refuses to ring, call 
an electrician. 


There’s lots of life left in that old carpet! 
Cut out the good portions to use as scatter 
rugs. They can be edged with bindings sold 
at the notion counters of deparmentt stores. 
Simply iron them on! 


Table salt can be used to clean a dirty 
chimney flue. Scatter the salt, a pound ata 
time, over a good fire in the furnace. Fumes 
will be generated that disintegrate the soot 
lining the flue. In about half an hour they’ll 


disappear. Repeat the operation if required. 

















NRE 





34 — Chatelaine, January, 1950 


LET ANACONDA HELP WHEN YOU BUY OR BUILD 


Gor Fadaring fone 


In these Anaconda advertisements, a complete series of more 
than 70 building hints will be published. Clip and save them 
to check on that home you build or buy. Be sure you get the most out 
of the biggest investment you may ever make. 


Realtor can help you find the right 

lot, answer questions about zon- 
ing restrictions, construction regula- 
tions and taxes. Look at alternative 
sites. Low price isn’t a bargain if 
the development cost is out of line. 
Lack of water and sewers means you 
must provide your own. Fire and 
police protection, nearness of 
schools, stores and transportation 
are important considerations. 





Family will enjoy analysing its 
needs and desires. Architect or 
builder can translate the findings into 
blueprint form, or purchase a stock 


plan which approximately meets 
them. Having an architect is recom- 
mended since house designing is just 
one of the many services which he 
provides. If a stock plan is chosen, 
get one that’s approved for National 
Housing Act financing. 
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Copper and Brass 
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When you think you’ve found the 

right lot, get the mortgage com- 
pany to approve the location. Consult 
your lawyer before taking an option 
or signing a purchase offer. He'll 
arrange for the survey and under- 
take a search to ensure a clear title. 
Mortgage company will advise you 
on various methods of financing 
construction, including the latest 
National Housing Act scheme. 
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Dominion Sq. Bldg. 








HERE’S WHY COPPER 
PLUMBING IS BETTER! 


Rust-proof Anaconda Copper Tubes assembled 
with solder-type fittings cost about the same as 
rustable pipe, but give you: (1) a constant flow of 
rust-free water; (2) absence from leaks caused by 
rust; (3) a plumbing system that will last far longer 
and give top satisfaction. Ask your plumber too, 
water tank of Anaconda’s rustless 
Everdur* Metal. Write for Free illustrated booklet to 
Anaconda American Brass Limited, Main Office and 
Plant: New Toronto, Ont., Montreal Office: 939 


*Trade Mark Reg'd 


Since 1922 Headquarters in Canada for Copper and Brass 


Anaconda Copper & Prats 





\ 





Have you a door that sticks? Its 
weight may be the cause. Tighten top 
and bottom hinges with a screw driver. 
Add third hinge midway between them. 


Rainwater often lies on outside steps. 
This is a hazard in spring and fall when 
it is likely to freeze. Drain it by boring 
several small holes in the treads. 


Photo courtesy The Robert Simpson Co Ltd. 

Slat blind (above) affords privacy in combination living-dining room. 
Rolled up, it increases apparent size of room. Note clever use of drapery 
material to introduce additional wall interest. 


Danger signal for children! Paint 
the top compartment of your medicine 
chest a bright red, and store all poison- 
ous medicines and solvents there. 


Rub a cloth moistened with glycerin 
on plumbing fixtures where rust is apt 
to occur. It'll protect and make them 
easier to polish. 





the nonsense I ever heard. What could 

happen to you in the Hollow?” 
**Probably nothing,” he 

“But it’s a spooky place. 


admitted. 
People hear 
voices up there, and stones roll down off 
the ledges with no one to push them, 
and you feel all the time as though some- 
one was watching you. Oh, I don’t 
know. I just don’t like it.” 


MY MOTHER HAD her plans for me, 
too. She had me all married to Fred 
Ellis as soon as I was graduated from 
High School. As far as that went, I 
liked Fred a lot myself. He was a good- 
looking, hard-working boy, almost 20, 
and I| had a lot of fun with him. Besides, 
lots of girls in town, older girls than | 
was, chased after Fred, and it was 
distinctly flattering that he had time 
for no one but me. 
mother mad when I 


So it made my 
turned down a 
date with him in favor of going up to the 
Hollow alone. One Saturday she took 
me to task for it. 

“T’ve just about reached the limit of 
my patience with you, Ivy,” she an- 
nounced, “And the first thing you know, 
Fred will stop asking you. He’ll get 
as sick as I am of hearing nothing but 
the Hollow, the Hollow, the Hollow. 
You’re going on 17 and it’s time you 
grew up. You act like a child, always 
running up to the Hollow to play!” 
Oh, the scorn she put into that word, 
and I suppose she was right. I’d been so 
wrapped up in the Hollow and Mattie for 
so many years that my emotional 
development hadn’t kept pace with my 
age. I really was a child. “I don’t know 
what it is about that place that obsesses 





you so. You and Ira. The next thing 


you know, you’ll end up the way he has, 
although I will say there’s a little more 
excuse for him than there is for you.” 

That startled me. I hadn’t realized 
that Uncle Ira had “ended up” in any 
special way. He was just Uncle Ira, liv- 
ing the way he had always lived ever 
since I could remember, and I didn’t 
understand why he needed an excuse for 
doing what he so obviously wanted to 
do. I said as much. My mother snorted 
with indignation and dug the knife into 
the apple she was paring as though it 
were to blame for something. 

“That Mattie Hazen!” she exclaimed, 
and I could feel my face grow stiff and 
queer. But she didn’t notice, busy as 
You'd 
think he’d get over it, after 30 years, but 
it’s my opinion he doesn’t even try to or 
want to.” 


she was, and went on angrily, “ 


“WHAT ARE YOU talking about?” 
My voice sounded odd and tight to me. 

“Oh, it’s ancient history now, but I 
suppose you’ve never heard it, although 
there’s no secret about it. When Ira 
was about 26 or so, he fell in love with 
one of the Hazens—Mattie her name 
was. Lived up in the Hollow. Ira was at 
law school at the time—and they all say 
that he’d have been a good lawyer and 
made a name for himself. He and this 
Mattie were going to be married, but 
she fell sick and died. It cut Ira all up. 
He had some kind of a breakdown and 
was home for a year. He used to spend 
his time mooning around in the Hollow, 
and there was just no living with him for 
a while. Then he seemed to get better 
and everyone thought he’d go back to 
school, but instead he moved up to the 
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Patterned glass panels (above) pro- 
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vide decorative high spot. Use them 
between hall and living room or living 
room and dining room—anywhere that 
light may be required without clear view. 


If your hot-water heating system 
springs a leak and the boiler drains 
dry, dump the fire! Open the fire door 
and damper wide, and do not try to refill 
the boiler till it has completely cooled 
off. Otherwise the cast-iron sections 
will crack. 


How long is it since you’ve changed 
your air-conditioning filters? During the 
heating season they become clogged with 
lint and dust and lose their efficiency. 
Buy new ones from your furnace dealer, 
remove the access panel of the fan com- 
partment and slide them into place. 





The Robert Simpson Co. Ltd. 


Clever reminders for the kitchen 
(above). School slates hung on wall make 
perfect places to record daily menu 
suggestions, shopping needs and social 


engagements. 


Small holes in plaster walls are easy 
to patch. Scrape out any loose particles 
with a small knife, wet the surface and 
apply patching plaster mixed in ac- 
cordance with manufacturer’s instruc- 
tions. 





Hollow, just.when the last of the Hazens 
were giving up and leaving 

I interrupted her. “Did you know 
her? What was she like?” 

“IT used to see her at dances and 
church sociables. Of course she was 
older than I was, but I remember her. 
You couldn’t call her pretty, but—” 

My father had come into the kitchen 
for a drink of water, and now he asked 
with a countryman’s curiosity, “Who's 
that you’re talking about?” 

“Mattie Hazen. I was just telling 
Ivy—’” 

“T remember her,” my father said. 
“Queer-looking girl. Sort of yellow, 
slanting eyes and reddish hair, almost 
like a prime fox pelt. And could she 
dance! Light as a feather and quick as a 
fox. Dancing with her was like dancing 
alone, only a lot more fun.” I’d never 
seen my father so carried away. 

That was the way my Mattie Hazen 
was, I thought, like her—like her aunt? 
Yes, that must be it. I was named after 
my dead Aunt Ivy Frazier, and people 
said | looked like her. 

My mother reached for another apple. 
“Well, as I say, I never knew her well. 
But Ira certainly was dead in love with 
her and she with him. That I do know. 
It stuck out all over them. Neither one 
of them had eyes for anyone else. It 
was almost like a fairy story.” This was, 
for my mother, a tremendous flight of 
fancy. “It was too bad when she died; 
and as I say, Ivy, there’s some excuse 
for Ira’s letting his life be ruined. But 
as for you—”’ You could trust my 
mother never to lose sight of the issue. 

I never mentioned this conversation 
to either Uncle Ira or Mattie. 1 didn’t 


see any purpose in it. But it made me 
understand Uncle Ira a little better and 
I was glad I knew about the other 
Mattie Hazen, especially when I went 
up to the Hollow about two winters 
later and found Uncle Ira sick. 

It was a raw December day and the 
bare ground rang like iron under Susie’s 
shoes. I didn’t unharness, because for 
once I wasn’t going to stay long. Fred 
had asked me over to the Ellises for 
supper and then we were going to the 
movies in the next town. I knew by 
some sixth sense that before we got 
home he’d ask me to marry him, and I 
knew I’d say yes. Fred was so good and 
we had a wonderful time. I wanted 
to tell Uncle Ira and Mattie about it, 
and I wanted to talk to Mattie about the 
future. I was grown-up now, almost 19 
and almost an engaged woman, and it 
was time, I thought, that we put away 
childish things. It was time that she 
came out of hiding. Whatever the reason 
for it was, it was in the past. 

I ran into the house and stopped short. 
The fire was out and the kitchen was 
freezing cold and from the little bed- 
room next to it I could hear a terrible 
racking cough. I ran in, and there lay 
Uncle Ira in bed. My heart sank. I 
knew pneumonia when I saw it. 

I built up a roaring fire and warmed 
bedding and bricks while I bathed his 
hot face and gave him a drink. At last I 
got him as comfortable as possible and 
took both his hands in mine, looking into 
his eyes. I spoke as clearly as I could. 
“Uncle Ira. It’s Ivy. Listen to me. I’m 
going to get Mattie to stay with you 
while I go for the doctor. You musn’t 
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with longer-lasting 


GENERAL @@ ELECTRIC 
LAMPS 


See how cheery and bright this room looks — and yet you won’t find 


any extravagant or expensive lighting. Just a 150-watt lamp in each 
floor lamp and another 150-watt lamp in the ceiling light — to cast 
diffused rays upwards and 

direct rays down for lighting a 

card-table or for reading. Two PS 
hidden 30-watt Lumiline 
Lamps are easily attached to 
the back of the bookcase to 
direct dramatic lighting up- 
wards on the gay strip of 


tapestry. 


Always ask for General 


for 





Electric lamps—by name 
all your lighting needs. They 


stay brighter longer. 





CANADIAN GENERAL ELECTRIC COMPANY 


LIMITED 


HEAD OFFICE: TORONTO . . . SALES OFFICES FROM COAST TO COAST 
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our heavenly 
home-made pie! 
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CHERRY PIE 













PASTRY: 


2¢ cup Jewel Shortening 
2 cups sifted flour 

1 tsp. salt 

2 to 6 tbsps. water 


| 

| 

I 

| 

1 

I 

| Cut Jewel into sifted flour and salt 

| until mixture is the consistency of 

i coarse corn meal. Sprinkle water 
gradually over flour mixture, 

| blending with fork until dry spots 
Pe a apa cuts in wonder- 

! fully, blends so easily—makes the 

| tenderest pastry. Place dough on 
wax paper and use paper to shape 

I dough into ball. Divide dough in 
half. Turn onto lightly floured 

| board—knead twice. Roll out 
lightly from centre to edges. Fit 

| into 8-inch pie pan. Use remaining 

! half of dough for top crust. Get 
Swift’s Blended Jewel, the shorten- 

| ing that blends better, tomorrow! 

L. 


tender, 


and frying.”’ 











“For delicately flavoured 
ee ee cakes, and 

aky pastries, fine cooks 
insist on Jewel Shortening, 
Easily digestible, Jewel has 
extra nutritional value too, 
You'll like Blended Jewel 
for all your baking, cooking 


FILLING: 


4 cups canned tart cherries 
1 cup sugar 

2% tbsps. flour 

Y tsp. salt 

1 tbsp. butter or margarine 


Drain cherries. Combine sugar, 
flour, salt. Mix with cherries. Put 
into pastry-lined pan. Dot with 
butter. Moisten lower edge of 
crust. Cover with top crust, fold- 
ing bottom crust over top. Press 
firmly — seal well. Flute edge. Slit 
top crust. Bake in 425°F. oven 
about 40 minutes, or until crust 
is honey-brown and juice bubbles 
through pastry slits. Serve this 
luscious dessert to your family soon! 
Swift Canadian Co. Limited. 
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Housekeepers’ Bulletin 


by Jane Monteith 


of Chatelaine Institute 


Blankets short? Fold a sheet in 
half lengthwise and lay it over the 
blankets across the foot of the bed. The 
extra tuck-in from laying the long length 
of the sheet across the bed keeps the 
most active toes from coming out. 





Starch your underpillow covers 
lightly so that top pillow slips will pull 
off and on easily. 


Washable recipe cards banish 
splashing worries. Paint your cards with 
shellac or a plastic varnish and you'll 
not have to worry about how the egg 
flies. A quick wipe with a damp cloth 
will remove any splatters. 


Keep guarantees and _ instruction 
booklets in your recipe file. Or, if there’s 
not enough space there, make room for 
them in one special spot for handy 
reference. 


Save dry-cleaning bags for storing 
clean clothes that aren’t needed at the 
moment. 


Open the drawer when you clamp 
a meat grinder or can sealer to the 
kitchen counter. Leaves plenty of space 
for screw turning without marring the 
paint. 


When gremlins stick two tumblers 
together, don’t despair. Fill the top 
glass with cold water and sit the nested 
glasses in a basin of warm water. They’ll 
come apart quite readily. 


Make more of the minute-minder 
on your stove. Its function is timing 
and reminding. So use it to time the 
pressure cooker, the cake in the oven, 
a long-distance telephone call, junior’s 
meal hour (if he’s a “slow eater’’), or to 
remind him it’s bedtime in a “few 
minutes.” 


A change is as good as a rest for 
rugs too. So turn them regularly—not 
upside down, but end to end. 


Know your waxes. There are three 
kinds nowadays. You’ve grown up with 
paste wax so it’s no problem. Of the 
newer waxes, the self-polishing kind is 
a water emulsion wax—for linoleums, 
painted floors and any place where you 
use water frequently. This wax was 
developed especially for rubber, asphalt 
and mastic tile floors. Jt is the only 
wax recommended for use on these sur- 
faces. Liquid wax is like paste wax, 
only more diluted. For your hardwood 
floors be sure to use paste or liquid wax. 


Read labels. They’re mighty inter- 
esting as well as informative. Every 
manufacturer is anxious to have you 
satisfied with his product. That’s why 
he goes to so much trouble to give 
you clear directions. So take one minute 
to read the label and save many minutes 
of experimenting. 


Repair a rip in an upholstered chair 
with adhesive tape. Tuck the tape, 
sticky side up, under the torn place, 


then gently press the ragged edges down 
and together with your fingers. For 
best results, cut tape a little longer than 
the tear. 


Cut a length of plastic film into 
squares and oblongs for the most prac- 
tical chair tidies in the world. Don’t 
attempt to finish the edges, just lay the 
cut pieces on chair arms and over backs. 
You can clean them with a quick rub 
of a damp cloth. Whisk them out of 
sight when company comes if you wish. 


Lay a rubber mat in the bottom 
of your dishpan to prevent chips in 
glassware and china. Or use a folded 
tea towel for the same purpose. 


Protect glass cooking utensils on 
fast-heating electric elements with as- 
bestos pads. Cuts down breakage 
amazingly. 


Sensitive plastics. Acrylics (those 
crystal-clear plastics that are used for 
brushes, purse handles, salad bowls and 
the like) need to be babied a little. 
Wash them in lukewarm soapy water, 
keep them away from cleaning fluids, 
nail polish remover and perfumes. 


Remove stains on phenolic plastics 
(your telephone, the handles of your 
metal pots, etc.) with a soft damp cloth 
dipped in baking soda. 


Serve breakfast cafeteria style if you 
find it difficult to assemble the whole 
family for that much - abused meal. 
Have fruit or juice ready in the ’frig, 
bowls of cereal set up and coffee keeping 
warm on the stove. Then let each fellow 
help himself. 


Cover up your toaster, coffee maker 
and electric mixer with a gay plastic 
petticoat. Keeps dust and dirt out of 
the works and pretties up your kitchen. 


Empty the vacuum cleaner bag into 
a large paper bag to prevent dust from 
flying all over the room. 


Don’t throw away those little bits 
of laundry soap. They’re just the thing 
for making a scouring paste, one you 
can use on your sink, bathtub, metal- 
topped surfaces and trays. Shave or 
grind the scraps and dissolve them in 
boiling water. Add enough whiting to 
make a paste. Put in a covered Jar. 


Half the battle of washing a greasy 
frying pan will be won if you wipé out 
most of the grease with a paper towel. 
Use another one for drying the pan after 
washing—no chance of soiling your dish 
towel then. © 
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LACE THE STUFFING in. Saves time when 
getting the bird ready for the oven. Close open- 
ing with slim nails or metal skewers. Then lace 
tightly with cord. Remove lacing before serving. 
Stays tucked together. Looks neat. 


TUFTS OF GREEN on whole golden carrots 
add gay garnish to round-the-roast arrangement. 
Carrots are brushed with melted butter and tops 


dipped in coarsely chopped parsley. 


SERVE A MEAT LOAF each, instead of a big FOR LATTICE TOP PIE, weave strips of pastry 


one sliced. Just pack the seasoned meat mixture on piece of waxed paper. Then lift, paper and 
into well-greased muffin tins. Bake as usual but all, over filled pie. Gently ease lattice off onto 
for a shorter time. the pie. Tuck in the ends. 


Kitchen Nemos by Marte Motmes 


CUT SQUARES (or rounds) of waxed paper to exactly fit the bottom of your 
Before baking a cake put one of these in the pan (no greasing, no 


cake pans. 
Pour batter in pan, spreading to corners. When baked, 


lining of sides needed). 
run knife or spatula around edges. Turn cake on to wire rack. -Remove paper 
} while warm. Have a supply of ready cut paper inserts on hand for baking days. 
WHEN RECIPE says “add sugar to well-beaten eggs” take a shortcut. Add sugar 
to unbeaten eggs, then whip together with rotary or mechanical beater. Saves 
j energy and gives the same result! Takes less time. Mixture’s just as fluffy. 
Continued on next page 
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try these 
mee 


esserts 


Whip them up in a jiffy, serve, 
and prepare to take a bow! 
They’re delicious, easy, and inex- 
pensive. They have the satisfying 
tang that only fresh Sunkist 
Lemons can give desserts. (Lots 
more of them in the wonderful 
Sunkist Recipe Book. See below). 


sr 





Apple Dumplings with Lemon Sauce 


Peel and core 4 \arge or 6 small apples. 
Place on squares of rolled pie crust 
dough. 

In centre of apples put 2 tablespoons 
sugar, 1 tablespoon lemon juice, \% 
teaspoon cinnamon, 4 teaspoon grated 
lemon peel and 44 teaspoon butter. 
Moiaten edges of dough. Fold over 
apple. Pinch seams together. Bake in 
hot oven (450°) for 10 minutes and 
350° for 30 minutes longer or until 
apples are done. 


Lemon Clear Sauce 

Mix 3 tablespoons cornstarch, 1 cup 
sugar. Add 2 teaspoons grated lemon 
peel, 2 cups cold water. Cook over 
direct heat, stirring constantly, until 
clear and slightly thickened. Remove 
from heat. Add % cup fresh Sunkist 
Lemon juice, 4 tablespoons butter. 
Serve hot over dumplings. (Swell, too, 
over gingerbread or cup cakes!) 
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Lemon Cake-Top Pudding 
Mix 2 tablespoons softened butter and 
114 cups sugar. Add 1g cup flour, 4 
teaspoon salt, 44 cup fresh Sunkist 
lemon juice and | teaspoon grated 


= 


lemon peel. 

Stir in beaten yolks of 3 eggs, mixed 
with 134 cups milk. Fold in stiffly 
beaten whites of the eggs. Pour into 
custard cups or single dish, Set in pan 
of water and bake 45 minutes in 
moderate oven (375°F). 

When done each serving will contain 
delicious lemon custard at bottom, 
tender lemon sponge cake at top! 
Grand, hot or cold. Serves 6. 







zh Fresh 
\ California 


Sunkist 


\; Lemons 
a 


; iis 


For scores of wonderful new recipes, and 
ideas that make good foods better and 
housekeeping easier—send for that famous 
Sunkist Lemon Recipe Book. Free. Just write 
to Sunkist, Sec. 5501, Box 39, Toronto, Ont. 











There’s Nothing Like a change in 
dressing to make a salad “different.” 
Crumbled Roquefort cheese—cream or 
hard style — mixed into your French 
dressing gives a note of variety to the 
simplest of salad greens. Another way is 
to add crumbled cheese to the greens, 
then serve with plain dressing. 


Need Be No Dessert dilemma if you 
have some cooked rice on hand. Add 
a cup or so of it to % cup heavy cream 
whipped. Fold in chopped bananas or 
canned peaches. Top each serving with 
a cherry. 


The Rice Itself is a handy item to 
cook for a supper main dish. Serve 
a mound of it topped generously with 
creamed onions. The finishing touch? 
Chopped peanuts! Garnish with a bit 
of parsley. For big appetites circle each 
serving with green peas or beans. 





A De Luxe Way of cooking ham takes 
its inspiration from the “soft drink” 
fans. Baste your ham, whether it’s a 
whole one or just a slice, with a bottle 
of cola type beverage, orange drink or 
ginger ale. Keeps the meat moist as it 
bakes. The flavor and “sparkle” add a 
certain “something,” too. 


Mashed Potatoes are often on your 
menu but for popularity they must be 
fluffy, white and hot, please. Shake 
cooked and drained potatoes over low 
heat to dry. Mash, then add milk that’s 
been heated with a generous lump of 
butter. Beat until fluffy with wooden 
spoon or electric mixer. Then like a 
flash into a hot dish and onto the table. 


Like Your Salads to look perky and 
pretty? The secret is to pile them high 
in tall crisp lettuce cups. For safe 
arrival to the table, prop the back of 
the lettuce cup with small firm bits of 
lettuce. Always place the plate with 
salad facing the guest. 


Extra Flavor and Color for your 
salad dressing’s so easy if you add 
canned condensed tomato soup to thick 
cooked dressing or mayonnaise. Chili 
sauce plus mayonnaise is a combination 
sure to please those who fancy “hearts 
of lettuce” salads. 


Whole Ripe Olives are always at 
home on the relish tray particularly if 
they’re placed near the carrot section. 
But for those special salads and party 
dishes use the black olives sliced. Cut 
the meat from the pits lengthwise. 
Effective on stuffed eggs, or yellow 
cheese balls. Chopped black olives and 
hard-cooked eggs do a fine job of team- 
work for party sandwiches. Try add- 
ing them to a corn cheese casserole 
sometime. 


Recipes Don’t Tell All. Apt to leave 
you in the air when they say to “bake 
at high temperature,” then after a given 
number of minutes “reduce temperature 


to moderate or low.” Temperatures are 
given in exact degrees, of course, but 
what concerns you is how to reduce that 
temperature so quickly without opening 
the oven door. Here’s the way we do 
it: Preheat the oven to the higher 
temperature given. Put the product 
pie, bread, rolls, etc.) into the hot oven. 
At once turn the temperature regulator 
to the lower temperature indicated in 
recipe. Leave it at this temperature for 
the entire baking period. 


More Zest for Creamed Parsnips 
if you add a little dry mustard to the 
white sauce (14 teaspoon to 1 cup of 
the sauce). 


Blend the Flavor of parsnips and 
carrots for a dinner vegetable. Cook 
them together until tender. Drain and 
mash. Serve with salt and pepper and 
butter or margarine. 


Another Vegetable Treat is made 
from mashed potatoes and_ turnips, 
leftover or freshly cooked. Blend to- 
gether, add a beaten egg, salt, pepper 
and a dash of nutmeg. Heap individual 
servings on well-greased bake sheet. 
Bake at 375 degrees F. until very lightly 
browned. Lift off with wide spatula. 
Wonderful with roast beef and brown 
gravy! 


Those Handy Packaged Mixes, 
bless em! Any of the cake ones give 
double service for quick puddings. Use 
sliced sweetened apples, canned peaches 
or pears under a gingerbread or spice 
cake batter in a deep pudding dish. 
Serve with lots of pudding sauce. Half 
a package with half the liquid indicated 
in directions on package will make a 
pudding to serve four—if there’s lots of 
fruit in the bottom of the dish. 


Can’t Beat a thick homemade pump- 
kin pie. If you serve this dessert often, 
dress it up with a garnish now and 
then. We like this idea—a circle of 
tiny slivers of candied ginger atop the 
mellow pumpkin custard. 





Milk Fresh From the Cow can be 
yours at a moment’s notice if you keep 
a can of whole powdered milk on hand. 
Just add it to water (amount’s on the 
can), then whip up until it’s blended. 
For double-strength milk use twice the 
amount of milk powder to each cup 
water. Nice for puddings and custards. 
Extra good on the morning cereal, too. 


Date Daisies make a handsome trim 
for pie that’s first had a thin topping 
of whipped cream. Make them this way: 
Split pitted dates into four sections to 
form the petals of the daisy. Arrange 
the daisies around the pie. Make 
centres for the flowers with toasted 
coconut. A daisy for each serving is 
a neat trick! + 








Fragrant, Hardy 
GARDEN CARNATIONS 





True French Hybrid Enfant de Nice, finest Ca 

nations ever grown from seed; an immensely 
superior type. Magnificent double flowers on 
strong stems, rich and varied colors, spicy fra 
grance, non-bursting calyx, distinguish this 
superior strain in garden or bouquet. Early start 
ed seed will produce free flowering plants this 
summer. Perennial. True strain, imported seed 
(Pkt 35¢) (1/16 oz $1.75). Plants — (Each 35¢) 
(3 for 90¢) (doz $3.25) postpaid. 
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DOMINION SEED HOUSE 
GEORGETOWN,ONT 
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MEET PEOPLE - 
MAKE MONEY! 


If you like meeting people and need 
extra cash, then write to us today. 
We have just the plan for you...a 
pleasant, dignified business that will 
turn spare time into profit. Absolutely 
no cost or obligation to you, every- 
thing is supplied without charge. Clip 
out this advertisement NOW, and 
mail it to— 


FIDELITY MONEYMAKERS CLUB 


Dept. MP-1, 210 Dundas Street West 
TORONTO 2, Canada. 











CANADA’S FINEST 
CIGARETTE 
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ae It’s time to get supper and your 
' jroning’s not finished. Don’t worry. 
: Wrap up those dampened clothes in a 
theavy piece of brown wrapping paper 
—— and put the parcel in the refrigerator 
until next morning. Even in the hottest 
“weather there'll be no chance of mildew 
forming. Might mean a bit of crowding 
*in the frig but worth it. 3 
Borrow Junior’s express wagon on oh 
washday. It makes an ideal “hauler” for | ' }: 
iyour clothes basket. | MUSHROOM SPAGHETTI SAUCE Slice 1°Ib. mushrooms with | TOMATO SALAD JELLY Soften 1 tbsp. unflavored gelatine f- 
rey onion. Cook in 2 tbsp. butter until tender. Add 6 oz. tin ha\\ in V4 cup cold water. Pour 2 cups boiling water over softened gelatine, | | 
: f ° mith's Tomato Paste diluted with 2 cups water, 1% tsp. sugar ° 1% ¢ | | : 
: " ra | ae , a . ce t, 1¢ It, Yet 2 tsp. | Y, . 
Scent your undies by dampening 1 and 1 tsp. chili powder.- Salt and pepper to taste. Simmer until thick. f j 7 os om salt, 2 tsp. sugar, 2 tsp. lemon juice, 1 tsp. be } 
Ethem with cologne instead of water } ! P th 5 t | Lea & Perrin’s Sauce, 11/2 tsp. onion juice, dash of pepper and 8 tbsp. e: 
, the 1s steé é e . fed our in nest of hot spaghetti. -Serves 4-5. | 4 D. Smith's Tometo Peste. Mix well end set in molds. Serves 6 E 
S Leaves a haunting fragrance that will | | 4 } ’ ‘ 
? make you feel like a queen. Che AAT SUE tes bee ly Nek Vere lat ees ee AEE baad, \ irda ate ta oy ty Mach operon ba beenbad as Fa-<i oastaee nn rae cee Be 
' Wear gloves to iron. Old gloves, si 
? that is, with the fingers cut off. They'll | 
protect your hands from heat and 
i prevent calluses. 
* Tuck delicate lingerie, lace table- 
e| cloths and curtains into a pillowcase if 
—! © you plan to wash them in the machine. 
© Then they’ll be safe from tearing or 
© fraying. 
m Te. 
Release the rollers of your wringer 
> at the end of every washday. Rubber 
likes to relax too. 
Watch water temperature when 
. rh ° | 
washing woolens. The wash and rinse | 
waters should both be lukewarm. Wet 9 
om hs gadden chance / 7 Se i 
woolens do not like sudden changes of MATO-RAREBIT : ; ‘ 
; , J 
climate. | TO Heat 6 tbsp. E. D. Smith's Tomato Paste | 1 RICE & TOMATO - SPANISH STYLE Finely chop 1 onion. Fry 
| and 1 cup water to scalding. Add 1/2 tsp. sugar, 14 tsp. paprika, 1/4 tsp. 4 butt hl h d | Gude ¢ { 
| salt and '4 tsp. soda. Stir into the yolks of 2 eggs, place in a double | F | = ED. Sei h’ , Ae > Pwertag smog he —— “ mtn © a i 
é ig - wet t 
Iron rayon garments that might | | boiler and cook, stirring constantly, until thickened. Add 2 cups J 4 in : ith's Tomato Paste iluted with 1 cup water. Bring to boiling j 
RE Ps ge : hisey | F % point, then add 2 cups cooked rice, salt and pepper to taste. Cook t 
catch with a press ¢ loth of tissue || 4 oarsely grated Canadian cheese and continue cooking just until cheese | ) slowly, stirring constantly until liquid is absorbed. Serves 6 { 
paper. Place the paper over the gar- | . See pst i a parame ee = | | I — { 
ment, then moisten it slightly by wiping Re | bo Sontad a 
with a damp cloth. “i eres icles Ok a. ee E ’ a 
Fruit stains should be treated im- / 
nediately. Place stained washable fab- C/ wee FOOD VALUE 41/2044 Giwa 
’ ic over a pail on the floor. Then pour ; is natal y 
oiling water directly on the stain from ; J ers 
g  DOINE ate came : Whenever a recipe calls for tomatoes, E. D. Smith's 
* «height of three or four feet. Never use ; 
oap first, it will set the stain Tomato Paste is the economy answer... the easy 
way to better results! It’s a//-Tomato - no skin, core 
Soft drink stains are very like fruit or seeds - goes furthur because it’s concentrated. Rich 
tains. Sponge them with lukewarm in food value and delicious goodness. Use it in 
ater as soon as you notice them. ae ; 
soups, stews, casscrole dishes, delicious out-of-season 
i | | I Ine I t Nearly 3 Ibs. 
Removal of ice cream spots isa] tomato sandwiches... One of the best year-round tomatoes go into 
ble-acti iob. S ge the spot first | buys at your grocers. Try it! the 6 fl. or. tin— 
uble-action job. Sponge e S} t ys at } ~ ° y ie also available in 14 


fl. o2. tin. Ideal for 


th cool water to remove sugar and 
otein. Then sponge out the grease il a 


th a grease solvent. Use the same |) x AGyecest/taded’ WOES FURTHER... GIVES MORE FOOD VALUE FOR LESS! 


chnique for mayonnaise spots. 
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BY THE MARERS OF 
LOSMITHS PURE JAMS 
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Just $5 


Eve-pleasing, price appealing, 
Lady Catherine performs fashion 
miracles with SANFORIZED, 
skin-soft finest quality flannelette 
and adds an elasticized waist to 
the jacket, an adjustable waist- 
band and front pleats to the 
trousers for extra comfort. Ex- 
clusive fabric designs. Specially 
styled for ski and winter holiday 
wear. Junior, Misses’ and 
W&mnen’s sizes. Each pair cello- 


phane wrapped. 


At leading stores or write for 


your nearest dealer’s name. 


Standard Whitewear Mfg. Co. 
4398 St. Lawrence Bivd. 
Montreal 























For those with a sensitive scalp, 
ailing hair: Shampoo with yolks of two 
eggs. Rinse with tepid—not hot—water, 
and finally with cool. Leaves your hair 
supersoft, superclean. Enjoy the same 
effect by using a prepared egg shampoo. 


Dandruff chaser, this: on your final 
sudsing scrub your scalp gently with a 
tike-size toothbrush. 


Oily heads, please note: A simple 


salt treatment goes like this. Brush and 


comb the hair. Stand on a mat of 


newspaper. Take the salt cellar and, 
holding the hair up in strands, sprinkle 
well. Brush. When most of the salt 
is out, rub the scalp briskly with weak 
solution of antiseptic. Shampoo with 
three lathers, plenty of rinsing. Nichtly 
apply a tonic for oily hair, using a square 
of cotton. 








Hair so fine that pin curls have no 
body? Start winding the pin curl as 
usual. When half wound, pinch off a 
thin strip of wool crepe and place it 
along the remaining portion of the hair 
strand. Finish winding, pin as usual. 


Note to gracious greyheads: Blueing 
in the last rinse water will keep grey hair 
from acquiring that yellow tinge. 


Follow a color rinse with a clear 
water rinse, to remove excess color, 


the idea 


S to better looks 


by Eileen Morris 


Beauty Editor 


prevent telltale blushes on your comb, 
brush, pillowcases. 


Give your hairdo new fashion sense 
by slanting your part from side toward 


crown. 





Look face down into your mirror 
when applying mascara, and brush up 
lightly. As lashes dry hold the brush 
against the tips to coax a curl. 


Do as the “pros” do: Use hot water 
in applying eyelash make-up. Dissolves 
the cake more quickly, spreads more 
evenly, gives a sheen to your lashes 
which ts hard to get with cold water. 
For a thick-fringed effect when party- 
going, dust a bit of powder over the first 
layer of mascara, make with brush a 
second time. 


Buying a new eyebrow pencil? 
Choose a sharp soft lead in brown (never 
black). Stroke on the hair of the brows 
rather than the skin. Keep the point 
keen by sharpening with a razor blade. 


During the day a dry brush keeps 
your brows in neat alignment, free of 
powder specks. A child’s toothbrush 
does a fine job. 


Best eyes-bright exercise we know: 
Roll your baby blues in rotary motion, 
imagining a huge figure eight on the 
wall. Then close and relax your eyes 
with hands palmed over them. Hold for 
minute. 


Keep all eye massage movements in 
to bridge of nose. Start at the outer 
corner, follow under and around your 
eye, over eyelid and back to the starting 
point. 


Speedy sparkler: Lightly rub a 
touch of vaseline or cream over your 
lids, just enough so that a slight shine is 
perceptible. 
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save the premium coupons 








HER HANDS GET 
NEW LOOK! 














ADRIAN BOOTH—a co-star in 
the Republic picture ‘The Gall: nt 
Legion”, says she is through with 
experimenting. ‘‘After trying many 
hand lotions”, declares Miss Bov th 
—“T’'m staying with Campan.’s 
Italian Balm. By using Ita! in 
Balm regularly, it is so easy to keop 
my hands soft, smooth, free fr: m 
redness and chapping. They hev 
a new look and I love it!” For « 
month use Campana’s Italian Be ' 
on your own hands: and 1i< 
Adrian Booth, you too will see 
difference! There is nothing qu 
like Italian Balm for giving prac 
cal, protective care to your skin. 
drop or two softens quickly and ‘s 
sufficient for both hands. Try it 
yourself. 25c, 35c, 50c, $1.00. 
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RX for teen complexions: Banish 
the blackhead bogey by steaming your 
face with a washcloth rung out in hot 
water, and using a gadget called a 
blackhead extractor (a tiny price at the 
local drug). Touch spots with alcohol 
afterward. At night apply calamine 
lotion; during the day hand lotion keeps 
your skin soft. 


Slight ‘‘bumps”’ ‘neath your skin 
surface can be routed by using circu- 
lation cream. It aids in casting off 
impurities by whipping the blood to the 
surface. 


Bleach away unwanted lip hair: 1 
drop of spirits of ammonia water, 5 
drops of hydrogen peroxide, a few soap 
flakes. Apply with cotton, wash off 
with warm water. Two applications 
should do the trick. 


Tonight, don’t apply face cream 
with one hand only—you’re sure to 
favor one side that way! Instead of 
wiping your hands in tissue afterward, 
massage the excess onto your hands, 
elbows. 


Take cream off this way: 
facial tissues round your two hands, 
remove cream round eyes first to ensure 
no grime touches delicate eye area. 
Complete the cleanup with up-and-out 
strokes from chin to hairline. 


wrap 


Fabulous facial softens and refines 
your skin, and is also a gentle bleach. 
Take two cups of yellow cornmeal, add 
enough buttermilk to make a thin paste. 
Dab on face and throat, let dry—15 
minutes should do. Wash off with tepid 
water. Or indulge in one of those swish 
jars of facial mask. 








Your throat needs more creaming 
than your face. Wear an old blouse 
or halter round the house for an hour 
so your neck can soak up cream without 
damage to fine clothes. Encircling your 
neck with your hands, “bracelet” cream 
up to the chin in gentle, firm motion. 


If you scatter face powder around 
set the box on a tissue or plastic place- 


mat, and you'll have no cleanup 
problem, 
Caution! Remember cream rouge 


warms up on your skin. Dab it on 
your palm first, then to your cheek in 


three butterfly dots, blended in a faint 
half moon high on your cheekbone. 
(Rouge placed low is ageing.) Mirror- 
check in good light full face and profile. 
Fade hard edges with tissue. 


To make your lipstick last for hours 
outline the lips with a brush (or lipstick), 
fill in the mouth, then blot with tissue. 
Repeat the filling-in and blotting. Or 
try one of the new fixatives, which go 
under or over. 





Lips too thin? Widen by gently 
curving out the upper lip; leave the 
lower one in its natural state. 


Set powder by patting your finished 
make-up lightly with cotton saturated 
in skin freshener or cold water. 


Clean and cheap: Powder with 
fresh cotton always. Buy a druggist’s 
roll of cotton batting, twist off a fresh 
fluff to fit compact or powder box every 
day. You have a year’s supply for less 
than $1. 


How to tell if your powder is right? 
Try it on one half of your face. Is 
it... too floury? too muddy? too 
flushed? It’s right if it enhances your 
skin tone. Shop for a shade that’s a 
little lighter, a little rosier than your 
complexion. 


For a graceful’ throat stretch the 
back of the neck, lifting from behind 
Tip your chin in air, look 
Try for a full minute. 


the ears. 
up and blow. 





A long nail file helps you shape your 
nails twice as expertly as a short one. 
The secret of sturdy nails is in the 
shaping. Don’t file deep in the corners 
. .. shape only the nail centre... 
for a firm foundation to support that tip. 


Don’t file nails when they are wet or 
damp. 


Remove cigarette stains with cotton 
moistened in cuticle remover. 


Take off excess polish trickles while 
still wet by whisking the tip of an 
orangewood stick round the nail frame. 


You may forget this: nail lacquer 
can ruin a varnished surface. When 
you manicure, place your hand on a 
magazine or glass-topped table. 
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Stop... for an /vstant 


Watch their eyes light up when they 
taste Cadbury’s “Instant” Drinking 
Chocolate! Warming, healthful, 

hearty ... good anytime! 

Quick ? Just add hot milk and serve. 
Syrup, icing, and fudge recipes 

on the tin... 

order “Instant” today! 


At your grocer’s 











——— 


; Instant 
2 eet 


DRINKING 














© 
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HAIR ERASER 


Quick Easy Inexpensive 
10“°DAINTEE” Hair 
Erasers with special 
bandle applicator 
ready to use without 
fuss or muss for only 
$1.95 postage pre- 
paid. Refills (10 
‘‘Daintee’’ erasers) 
$1.50. Now no one 
need know of your 
superfluous hair 
problem. Satisfac- 
tion guaranteed or 
money refunded if 
returned in 10 days. 
Lasts all season. 
Don't let ugly hair 
spoil your romance 
or embarrass you. 
Send $1.95 toDainteo" Products Co. Dept. C-293 
51 Front St. East, Toronto, Ont. 





w 








Look for the 
Chatelaine 

Institute Seal 
of Approval 





It plays a double role — gives the 
homemaker a safe guide to better 
buying and helps the manufacturer 
in perfecting and marketing his 
product. Because a product receives 
the Seal of Approval only if it’s 
good, it’s your guide to wise buying. 


The Seal of Approval on a package 
means that product has been kitchen 
and laboratory tested-—and found 
good. 


The Seal of Approval on a package 
may save you money. For an Insti- 
tute approved product is almost fool 
proof—directions for use have been 
kitchen tested and the quality of 
ingredients laboratory checked be- 
fore permission to use the Seal is 
granted to any manufacturer. 








NLY WORTHY PRODUCTS AND 

SERVICES are accepted for intro- 
duction to Chatelaine homes through 
the advertising pages of Chatelaine. 
Readers, therefore, can buy the lines 
advertised in Chatelaine with con- 
fidence of satisfactory service. By 
insisting on trade-marked lines of 
known quality and value, Chatelaine 
readers avoid costly mistakes when 


buying for their homes. 











Melody Unheard 


Continued from page 20 


and waiting, Cleo deserved to have 
things the way she wanted them, and 
she had chosen this place. 

She was here tonight, with Alice and 
Don. She sat in one of the square black 
leather chairs in front of the fireplace, 
dressed in a dusty-pink sweater and 
skirt the color of the rug, working on 
a piece of stuff for a chair cover. Alice 
sat across from Cleo knitting. She wore 
her usual shapeless old tweed ‘suit, with 
her brown oxfords planted firmly on the 
ash-pink rug. For the first few months 
of the strip Alice had worked on the 
running story for him, but then she’d 
made him see that his stuff was a fot 
better when it came out of his own head. 
She’d been right. There hadn’t been 
any way he could make anybody under- 
stand, not even Alice, what it was he 
wanted to get into his pictured story. 

Don sat on the floor in front of the 
pale stone fireplace, his eyes on Cleo as 
usual. Zack crossed the room to the 
chair between Cleo and Alice, “* What’ve 
you been talking about?” he asked. 

“Zack, | saw those last letters from 
Burris,” Alice said abruptly. “I know 
why you had to catch the air mail 
tonight 
was dull. There’s no reason why you 
should try to cover up with us.” 

Cleo put the needlepoint down and 
stared at Zack, ‘‘Dull?’”’ she repeated. 
“Burris said that?” 

“It’s not important,” Zack said 
briefly. 

“Not important?” 

“What he means,” Don explained, “‘is 
that it’s just temporary, Cleo.”” He took 
three more puffs of his cigarette and 
said, “I don’t think it’s true though.” 

Alice rolled up her ball of wool and 
stuck the needles through it. “I don’t 
think so either. I’ve been watching it 
When 
Zack started the Huggins Family they 
Real people in real 
complications. I loved them and so did 
all the kids. But now it’s all too slick.” 

**Zack,” Cleo demanded, “‘is this all 
true?” 

Zack got his pipe from the box on 
the table. “One thing,” he decided, 
“there’s nothing like some good sharp- 


coming. I think he’s slipping. 


were wonderful. 


minded, loose-tongued old pals.” 
‘For once,” Cleo said, setting her 
needle finally into the cloth and folding 
it into a neat square, “for once I’m 
listening to them. If Zack’s a little 
browned off for a while, maybe he just 
needs a change of scenery or something. 
Everybody gets a little dull once in a 
while. What we’ve got to do is figure 
how to get him interested again.” 
Zack, without turning his head, saw 
the look pass between Alice and Don. 









<< 





When Colds 


A SIMPLE TEST—Rinse mouth and throat thoroughly with Lavoris diluted half with 
water, and expel into basin of clear water. Note the amount of stringy matter expelled. 


Are Prevalent 











because the last lot of stuff 





It was one they frequently indulged in, 
and one which he had always been 
careful not to see. “Is this a man or 
a mouse?” they were saying. “How far 
is he going to let her go?” 

“What I never got straight in my 
head,” Alice suggested, “was how he 
got into this in the first place. What 
started this Huggins business?” 

Zack, sitting with his eyes on Alice’s 
face, suddenly did not see her. He saw 
instead the girl who had played the 
piano that night two, three years ago, 
the girl whose playing had started his 
mind working on the good time in his 
past, on an anxiety somehow to bring 
to life anything good he knew. The 
tall girl in white, music walking; young, 
free-moving, with a smile of such 
warmth and beauty it blinded a man. 

He got up abruptly and started 
walking up and down. That tall girl 
in white... but she had been young, 
eager-hearted. Not pale, mysterious, 
withdrawn. 

‘le said, “Alice, you know everybody 
in town. Who are people named 
Somerville, who live at 21 Coach Lane?” 

“Well,” Alice said dryly, “Arthur 
Somerville is the wealthy music critic 
who covers musical events and does 
columns for the Journal. He has also 
published five or six books about music 
which I am informed are extremely 
erudite. We’re colleagues in a way, but 
we certainly haven’t much in common. 
He might be all right,’’ she admitted 
honestly, “if you ever got near him, but 
nobody ever does. Maybe once a year 
he gives a party to which he invites 
most of our editorial staff, and we go. 
Anyway, he’s got a show place for a 
house and a remarkably beautiful wife 
who’s worth looking at and listening to. 
She plays the piano,” she said. 

Zack stopped in his pacing and came 
slowly back to his chair. He sat down. 

“Oh,” Cleo said quickly. ‘Of course. 
She was Isabel Gay.” She turned to 
Zack. “You remember, Zack. We went 
to her debut. It was about two years 
ago. I remember now exactly, because 
it was just after that that you painted 
the first pictures of the Hugginses.” 

“What’s she look like?” Don enquired. 

Zack reached out and took up the 
paper Alice’s knitting had been wrapped 
in. He smoothed it over the tobacco 
box, got a pencil from his pocket and 
made a sketch. He handed it to Don. 

Don’s eyebrows lifted. He said 
nothing, but gave the paper to Alice. 
Alice too looked at it in silence and then 
handed it to Cleo. 


“or 


Zack, really,”’ Cleo said admiringly, 


“you have the most marvelous memory. 


I didn’t know you even looked at her 
that night, but this is exactly like her.” 

“She doesn’t look much like that 
now,” Alice said slowly. She counted 
off some stitches. “Maybe I'll ask the 
Somervilles to the party for you two 
on Saturday. I’ve been trying to think 
of some reason for not inviting them, 
when I only have about one party every 
five years and I owe him about 10,” 
She lifted her eyes, bland and clear, to 
Zack’s. “Maybe that would be a good 
idea,”’ she said! 


ON SATURDAY afternoon Isabel came 
slowly down the stairs, dressed and 
ready for a party at Alice Hooper’s, to 
which she and Arthur had been invited. 
As she reached the downstairs hall she 
heard the sound of Elfrida’s voice in the 
dining room, clear, firm and intense. 





“What I am concerned about is \{r, 
Somerville,” she was saying decisiv ly, 
“Joseph, you know how important his 
work is and how necessary it is for jis 
life to be run smoothly. So far I hive 
managed to keep from him most of t!icse 
little annoyances, but he is beginning 
to notice that something is wrong. Now 
that I have called the matter to your 
attention, I shall expect your Immediate 
co-operation. That will be all, Josep 
she said, and at once came into the 
living room. Her face was flushed and 
her mouth was set. 

Isabel said under her breath, “ Elfirida 
...” and then stopped. 

Elfrida walked across the room and 
sat down. She frowned. “There is 
something not right at all in this house,” 
she said. “I am not what you might 
consider a person highly sensitive to 
undercurrents, but I am certainly aware 
of one right now. And I may as well 
say, Isabel, that I think you are the 
cause of all the tension that is upsetting 
this house now.” 

Isabel sank down slowly on the arm of 
the chair beside her. “1?” 

Elfrida put up a quick hand and 
touched the waves of heavy blond hair 
springing back from her forehead. “It 
just happens,” she said, “that I was 
coming in the door the other night when 
Mr. Grey was here-—at the moment 
when you rushed out of the room, Isabel, 
like a child, and ran upstairs. Don’t 
think that Arthur has mentioned any 
of this to me... I’m afraid he is 
concealing his whole problem, whatever 
it is. Arthur has made you into a 
wonderful musician, yet when you are 
given the opportunity to do just what 
you’ve always wanted to, you burst into 
tears like a child and run away.” She 
broke down suddenly. “I mustn’t let 
Arthur see me like this,” 
miserably and climbed the stairs as 
quickly as her heavy bulk would allow. 

Isabel got up and walked across the 
room. She stopped before the fireplace 
and stood there, staring blindly at the 
things on the mantelpiece. Two jad 
dragons with beautiful curving tails and 
vicious forked tongues stood one on 
either end of the mantel, facing in 
toward a statuette of white jade. Isabel 
put out a hand and touched it. It 
was something Arthur prized highly—a 
white madonna with a lovely calm fa 
and long quiet hands. 

She was holding the figure in her 
hands when Arthur came downstairs a! 
entered the room. Isabel put t! 
madonna back carefully and turne: 

Arthur said judicially, “That red si 
turned out remarkably well. The lo 
jacket is very good. And the black { 
is exactly right. You look quite perfect 

“Thank you.” 


she said 


He came across to her and put | 
hands lightly under her elbows. | 
smiled down at her. “I’ve been a sla 
driver,” he said. “I think you’re qu 
right to have stopped working this pa 
week. I’ve been hurrying you. I s 
that now.” 

Isabel looked up at him. She w 
holding herself rigid against his touc 
She said, ““ Why?” 

The clear eyes rested on her fac 
“You wanted to hurry. You cou 
scarcely bear any delay. You've g' 


your life, and you’re ready for it now 
He put up a hand and pushed bac 
the hair at her temple, a quick impe 
sonal touch. He moved away abrupt!; 
He said, “This party will probably | 
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ARE, 


good for you—it will be very different 
from any you’ve gor. to with me. Alice 
Hooper has the most remarkable parties, 
with refreshingly heterogeneous people.” 

“Arthur.” 

“Vea.” 

“Had you planned . . . do you think 
of my going on a tour soon?” 

He lit a cigarette. His eyelids were 
down. He said, “Is that what you want 
to do? To go as soon as possible?” 

“Oh,” she said quickly, “I suppose 
it is. I suppose the sooner I get into 
my own course the better.” 

It was as they were leaving the car, 
getting out in front of Alice Hooper’s 
apartment buildirg, that he said, “By 
the way, I told them this morning that 
I’d fill in for Morton in the adjudica- 
tions. I'll have to leave tonight, and 
I shan’t be home for a week.” 

“For a week? Alone?” 

He laughed. “Yes, | know I always 
take you, but this is sudden notice. And 
I thought you’d want all the time you 
have if you decide to do that final 
concert for Grey.” 

They walked across the sidewalk in 
silence. In the doorway of the big 
old-fashioned building, Isabel said, “‘ You 
are very thoughtful. I’ll do the concert.” 


AT ALICE HOOPER’S party for Cleo 
and Zack her guests were widely varied. 
She knew everybody in the city and 
had apparently invited about half her 
acquaintances. At the beginning of the 
party there was some hint of formality 
in the arrangements—Alice got Cleo and 
Zack to stand beside her near the door 
and introduced people as they came in. 
But the formality rapidly disintegrated 
because there were far too many people 
and far too little room. That was a 
lot pleasanter for Zack, who eased 
himself out of the receiving line at the 


doorway as soon as possible. Two 
people came in just as he moved —a tall 
fair man and a girl in red. Zack did 


not recognize them; then as the girl 
moved into the light, he knew her. 
She stopped right beside Cleo, so that 


the two girls were side by side. Zack 
looked at them, and suddenly Cleo 


seemed unreal, small and unimportant 
and alien. Her blond head with the 
spun-gold hair escaping from beneath 
the velvet skull cap was at the dark 
girl’s shoulder. Her pretty animated 
little face was very different from that 
other girl’s face, with its dark sombre 
eyes and soft drooping red mouth—a 
sensitive mouth, gentle and very obvi- 
ously unhappy. Cleo was brittle and 
shallow beside her, like a china figurine. 

The girl stood and talked to Alice 
for a minute or two, not smiling very 
much, and then moved away. Zack went 
to stand beside her. He said, “Alice ts 
pretty busy today. How about letting 
me talk to you instead?” 

Isabel looked up at the man who had 
spoken to her in such a deep friendly 
voice. His eyes, fixed on her fave, were 
full of light. He was smiling. 

She said, “Thank you.” And then, 
“I’m sure we've met. But I can’t think 
who you are.” 

“We haven’t met, but you made me 
what J am today.” 

Isabeli said in bewilderment, 

His eyes darkened and his face 
sobered. It was a strong face. He said, 
“T heard you play the night you wore 
that white dress. You made the wheels 
start rolling for me. I’m not sure I like 
where they are going right now, but 
that’s not your fault, it’s mine. I should 


“ec | 5? 


have had sense enough to go right then 
and find you. 
wrong.” 


That’s where I went 


Isabel said evenly, “I shouldn’t have 
thought my playing ever made any 
wheels start rolling for anybody, ever.” 

“Isn’t that why you play?” 

She said thoughtfully, “I don’t think 
I know why | play, not any more.” 

“That’s not good.” 

“No,” Isabel said, and felt treacher- 
ous tears rising. She said brightly, 
“I'd really like to know your name. 
Since | made you what you are, I'd iike 
to know what that is.” 

He said, “*My name’s Zack Jones.” 

Zack Jones. But ... Isabel glanced 
quickly at the girl in the doorway still 
talking to Arthur. Cleo Matthews. She 
said, “But I thought Zack Jones ... 
I thought that was the man Cleo 
Matthews was going to marry.” 
Instead he said, 
“I don’t suppose you’d forget all about 


He didn’t answer. 


conventions and nonsense and all that, 


just for once? 


There are a couple of 
things going on in my head that I can’t 
get straight and I don’t think there’s 
anybody who can help me get them 
straight but you. I need to talk to you. 
I need to hear you play.” 

Isabel said under her breath, “I don’t 
play any more. Not the way I did. 
I play much better... and much, 
much worse. You don’t want to hear 
me. I can’t even bear it myself.” 

““Maybe there are some things you 
need to get straight.” 

“T think I have everything nicely 
catalogued,” she said bitterly. 

“Will you let me see you? Talk to 
you?” 

“Tf don’t know why not,” she said 
recklessly, and stood watching Arthur 
for a moment. “I’m not going to be 
very busy for the next week anyway. 
So you may come any time you like.” 


ELFRIDA SAID in horror, “ You mean 
you have asked a strange man to tea 
when Arthur is away. I don’t think | 
understand, Isabel.” 

“He isn’t such a very strange man,” 
Isabel said wearily. ‘Anyway, Arthur 
knows all about it. I talked it over with 
him yesterday.” 

That was true. On the way home 
from the party she had told Arthur that 
Zachary Jones wanted to come and talk 
to her and she'd said yes, he might. She 


He had 


been quiet for a moment, and then had 


remembered Arthur’s reaction. 


looked down at her, sitting beside him 
in the car, and said, ‘You spent quite 


talking to him. Was he 


interesting?” 
oer 


He’s different.” 


a time 


“Rather a vigorous person?” Arthur 
had asked lightly. 

“Strong. Yes, vigorous.” 

“Why does he want to come and see 
you?” 

“T don’t know. 
some sort of problem that he thinks is 
involved with music. After all,”’ she 
had said quickly, “he is an artist, and 
the problems of one art are often the 


He seems to have 


problems of another.” 

“Do you want him to come?” 

“Not particularly,” Isabel said hon- 
““But I said he could.” 

When the car was turning into their 
own driveway Arthur had said, “‘He is 
a very attractive young man.” Then, 
conversationally, ““Have him come by 
all means, my dear, if he interests you. 
Make him welcome, Isabel, and give 


estly. 


You never need worry again about 
quick-spoiling cakes of perishable 
yeast! For the wonderful new 
Fleischmann’s Royal Fast Rising Dry 
Yeast stays fresh and full-strength 
for weeks without refrigeration ! 


-——Appetizing APPLE CAKE—— 
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And Apple Cake is fun 
to make with amazing 
new fast DRY yeast! 


If you bake at home, you'll be 
thrilled with the results of this new 
fast DRY yeast! Make delicious hot 
rolls, buns, fruit rings, dessert breads 
—and the scrumptious Apple Cake 
featured 
needed. One envelope of dry yeast 
in any recipe.) Keep on hand a 
month’s supply of Fleiscimann’s 
Royal Fast Rising Dry Yeast. 


below. (No new recipes 


NEW TIME-SAVING RECIPE—MAKES 2 CAKES 


Measure into bow! ¥ cup lukewarm water, 
1 teasp gr lated sugar 
and stir until sugar is dissolved. 
Sprinkle with contents of 1 envelope Fleischmann’s Royal Fast Rising Dry Yeast 
Let stand 10 minutes. THEN stir well. 
In the meantime, scald Ya cup milk 
Remove from heat and stir in 
Va cup granulated sugar, 
V2 teaspoon salt, 
3 tablespoons shortening 
Cool to lukewarm. Stir in 1 cup once-sifted bread flour and beat until smooth 
Add yeast mixture and 1 egg, well beaten 
Beat well, then work in 24 cups once-sifted bread flour 
Turn out on lightly-floured board and knead dough lightly until smooth and 
elastic. Place in greased bowl, brush top with melted butter or shortening. 





Cover and set dough in warm place, free from draught. 

Let rise until doubled in bulk. 

Punch down dough and divide into 2 equal portions; form into smooth balls, 
Roll each piece into an oblong and fit into greased 






pans about 7" x 11". 

Grease tops, cover and let rise until 

doubled in bulk. 

Peel, core and cut into thin wedges 8 apples 
Sprinkle risen dough with Ye cup granulated sugar 
and lightly press apple wedges into cake tops, 
sharp edges down and close together. 

Mix 1 cup granulated sugar, 

14 teaspoons ground cinnamon, 

and sprinkle over apples. 

Cover and let rise about 14 hour. 

Bake in moderate oven, 350°F., about | hour. 
Serve hot, with butter. 
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DINNERWARE 


tte 


Sutherland BONE CHINA| 





Modelled from the traditional 
silver services of England's 
great ducal families, several 
Spode Dinnerware patterns 
follow originals by famed eil- 
versmiths of old. See your 
Spode dealer for the booklet: 
“How to Take Care of Spode.” 


Wholesale Distributors 


Copeland & Duncan Ltd. 


222 Bay Street, Toronto 





DURA-KLEEN 


SILVER CLEANER 


“Cocktail Goblet* ® With Dura-Kleen magic 
by Internation! wadding there’s no messy 
ee paste, liquid or powder to 

6 » { x. clog the filigree crevices 
{ : It gets even the deepest de- 
A WAGs Yj signs sparkling bright in a 
4 wa «(é jiffy! No harsh abrasives 
! . actually protects your 
silver's beauty. No wonder 
jewellers sell and recom- 
mend Dura-Kleen for shin- 

ing fine silver. 


AT JEWELLERS AND GIFT SHOPS 


JENKINS SALES -- HAMILTON, CANADA 











Rubber Heels 
and Soles 














aN 
PITY POOR POMPADOUR 
How much more fortunate 
are modern women who, 
for Hairstyle Harmony, 
rely on 


Kirby 
Beard 


Regd. Trade Mark 


HAIRPINS 


Also Bobpins, Safety Pins, Pins, Needles, etc. 

















Made in England by Kirby Beard & Co. Ltd., 
Birmingham 12. & available from your stores. 









See the many 
beautiful 

colours and 
patterns 
available 


Ask for Decoware at your 
local hardware or department store 









NOW -HOME REPAIRS 
MADE EASY! 


Thousands of Ways to Sove Money, 
Have Fun! Everything Beginner or 
Expert Needs to Know! 


12 BOOKS in 1 


Covers everything from start to finish! 
448 oversize pages — 2056 crystal- 
clear pictures — quick, easy-to-find 
reference. Water-proof, grease-resis- 
tant, handsome lifetime binding. For 
information write to: 


HOME BOOK SERVICE 
210 Dundas Street W., 
TORONTO 2, Canada 














An aluminum roasting and _ serving 
platter in bulrushes design is as nice 
and handy a piece of serving equip- 
ment as you’d want for use nove or 
later at the cottage. Detachable 
handles snap off when the platter is in 
the oven, snap on when it goes to the 
table. Around $7.75. 


This new type grill has three heats 
automatically controlled to take all 
the guesswork out of cooking. A red 
light signal tells when the temperature 
is just right to grill the chops, sand- 
wiches or waffles. Saves electricity 
too, since griil heats 30% faster than 
other types. About $24. 











Calamity-proof coverall and high-chair 
pads are wipable with a damp cloth 
should an accident occur to little 
Johnnie. Of plastic, pink and blue 
bib has crumb pocket and two inter- 
changeable terrycloth wipers for about 
80c. Plastic-covered chair pads, quilted 
and reversible, are about $3. 


* * * 


Sources of these shopping items are 
gladly given upon request. Be sure to 
enclose a stamped, self-addressed en- 
velope with your enquiry. It will 
assure an immediate answer. 





him my apologies . . . you remember 
I shall be away.” 

After a second, Isabel said deliber- 
ately, “Yes. I remembered that you 
would be away.” 

Zachary Jones looked out of place in 
Arthur’s house. He wore the wrong 
clothes, for one thing; heavyish brown 
tweeds instead of smooth grey worsteds; 
thick-soled dark brogues instead of 
narrow black oxfords. Elfrida disap- 
proved of him with every tone of her 
voice, every glance from her cold blue 
eyes, Zack’s hazel eyes __ flicked 
over her with amusement and compre- 
hension as she managed his entertain- 
ment. That had been toward the end 
of the visit; at first he had been evi- 
dently nonplussed. 

Finally Elfrida leaned back in her 
chair and said, “Isabel, my dear, do 
go to the piano. I’m sure Mr. Jones 
would enjoy hearing you play.” She 


turned to Zack kihdly. “‘My brother’s 
wife is a most accomplished musician.” 

“I’ve heard her play,” he said briefly, 
and got up. “Maybe some other time 
she’ll play for me. Right now, I’ve got 
to be going.” 


Elfrida got up hastily. “‘ Well, do come 
again,” she said. “‘Such a pleasure I’m 
sure.” She turned to Isabel. 

Isabel said, “Now you should say to 
me, Elfrida, ‘Isabel, dear, do curtsy 
properly to your little guest.’ Shouldn’t 
you?” Without waiting for an answer, 
she put out her hand and shook Zack’s. 
‘Perhaps we'll meet again somewhere,” 
she said. “It was nice of you to come.” 

“We'll meet again,” he promised, and 
went away. 

Elfrida was staring at Isabel. “Well,” 
she said. “Isabel, did you mean to be 
rude to me? It sounded remarkably 
like it.” 

“Perhaps I did, Elfrida. I don’t 
exactly enjoy being treated as a child.” 

“But you’re acting like a child. Can’t 
you see that | was protecting you, acting 
in your best interests, and Arthur’s?” 

Isabel went to the door. She turned 
and said in a low voice, “Are you sure 
you know what Arthur’s interests are, 
Elfrida?”” Then she ran up the stairs to 
her room and shut the door firmly. 

It was about 10 o’clock that night 
when Zachary Jones telephoned. Elfrida 
had gone to bed, and Isabel got up and 
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with Chatelaine 


by Wilma Tait 








The eyes have it! New gold eyebrow 
pencil to bring out the color, depth 
and beauty of a woman’s eyes is now 
made trouble proof. It has its own 
concealed sharpener to 
perpetual point. Comes purse-size in 
all brow shades. With two refills, 


$3.50. 


produce a 


There are holders or safety catches for 
everything these days. Here as a 
charming accessory is the key ring 
with chain of rhinestones (white or 
colored) and a small decorative clip 
to fasten it securely to your handbag. 
Its convenience and its beauty com- 
mend its use day and night. Under $3. 


Ash trays in the spirit of good clean 
fun are a decorative addition to the 
rumpus or living room when friends 
gather to talk over the game. This 
one will intrigue the bowlers, another 
(not shown), the skiers. They’re 
wooden with removable glass trays 
for about $4. 


Cutlery drawer tray in mottled Chin” 
ese red and white plastic with six tiny 
feet to make it easy to pick up is 
something new and gay for the 
menage. Approximately 7!¢ x 1214 


inches it is divided into four partitions 
to make easy removal of knives, forks 
and spoons. 


About 75c. 











answered the telephone in Arthur’s 
study, thinking that it would possibly 
be Arthur calling, to say that his trip 
had been uneventful and that he was 
safe . . . maybe to ask how she was, 
maybe to go as far as that. Not to 
say, “I had to hear your voice.” Noth- 
ing like that. 

She said, “ Hello,” 
and Zachary’s voice said, “Look, | 
meant what I said. I’ve got to talk 
to you. More than ever now, 
was up there today.” 

“Has it got something to do with your 


a little breathlessly, 


sl nce ] 


problem?” 

“Plenty. But I’ll never get very far 
in that house. Will you go for a drive 
with me tomorrow? I’d like to take 
you to the country. There’s something 


about 40 miles away I’d like to show 


you.” 

“Why,” Isabel said slowly, thinking. 
“Why, yes, I’ll come. Of course I'll 
come.” 


THEY APPROACHED the old stone 
house along a narrow weed-grown road, 
skirting the edge of a hill thickly wooded 
with maples. Zack stopped the car to 


get out and open a gate. He rattled 
at the makeshift chain, got it unfas- 
tened, came back and drove the car 
through. “‘Have to shut it again,” he 
said importantly. “The neighbors’ cows 
are in here for pasture.”” Then he turned 
to her and grinned, a boyish exuberant 
grin. ‘This is my own land,” he said. 

Later, leaning against one of the wide 
window sills in the low-ceilinged sitting 
room, surveying the emptiness of the 
house, the faded wallpaper, the marks 
on the worn floors, Isabel said, “‘ What 
are you going to do with this place?” 

He ran his fingers through his thick 
hair and left it standing on end. “ Maybe 
that’s the $64 question.” 

“Would Cleo like to live in the 
country?” 

“She doesn’t know anything about 
it,” he said briefly. “I only bought it 
a couple of weeks ago.” 

Isabel said nothing. Zack went to 
the car, took out a picnic basket and 
a rug, and started off down the slope. 
She followed him obediently. He opened 
the rug and spread it on a small knoll 
overlooking the swift-flowing brook. 

Continued on inside back cover 
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When vou buy 


Plastics Housewares 
Look tor this Label 


MADE OF 


STYRON 


it means that 
the produet has been 
laboratory evaluated 


DOW CHEMICAL OF ANADA LIMITED 











NO MORE BURNS, BLISTERS OR BLEMISHES 


with 
MINTEX Non-Burn MITTENS 


You'll welcome these dainty, gaily colored, asbestos- 

faced kitchen mittens. They're washable, long- 

wearing and so soft and flexible that you can 

handle the hottest dishes with ease and safety. 
See Mintex Non-Burn Mittens at leading hard- 


ware and department stores. Or write us for 
descriptive folder 


THE FEDERAL BELTING & ASBESTOS CO. LIMITED 
431 King Street West, Toronto. 














Modern Household Encyclopedia 


will save countless hours of precious 
time—and many dollars in the helpful 
advice it gives. In its 300 pages and 
What is the correct procedure for dress with over 200 pictures it covers— 
Who pays for what? All How to Make Moving Easy 


How to Select and Match Paint Colors 
the thousand and one minor details of Removing Paint and Paint Spots 
wedding etiquette are answered for you Tips on Inside Painting 
Selection and Care of House Plants 
These are but a few of the thousands 
of subjects covered in this one book. 


Wedding Etiquette 
e 
How do you make the announcements? 


and ceremony? 


in this Institute bulletin. 


Only 33.95 Postpaid 
FROM HOME BOOK SERVICE 
210 Dundas Street West, TORONTO 2, Ont. 


How To | Pan 
\ Wedding 
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<i on a Hairnet 

with Nestle “Spraze”’ 

Nestle’s revolutionary new Squeeze Spray 

bottle gives you a thrilling new experience 

in speed, convenience and economy. 

Nestle ‘‘Spraze"’ is light in consistency and 

Bulletin No. 404—Price 15 cents holds your coiffure in place just like a 

waveset, yet dries instantly to stren, then 

and tighten your curl or wave. Use it when- 

ever you do your hair! 1.50 refill 50c. 

Another Nestle product in the Squeeze Spray 

bottle is ‘‘Fleet’’ . . . o perfectly balanced 

shampoo. 

SOLD AT DRUGGISTS EVERYWHERE 


ai yoo 
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Send for your copy to 


CHATELAINE SERVICE BULLETINS 
481 University Avenue, Toronto 
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UY “BR 
... AS SEEN IN 


OT all the interesting features in Chatelaine are confined to its editorial pages. The advertisements, too, are bright 
with ideas for better living—the result of constant research in a competitive market. 
Both editors and advertisers report to you on new discoveries and improvements, new trends. The editorial and adver- 
tising pages together make up the magazine. In so close a relationship, only reliable products and services could be 
accepted. Only Brand Names of carefully guarded reputation are worthy to stand side by side with the editorial content 
. For Chatelaine editors, like the makers of a Brand Name, are proud of their product. They are proud of the maga- 
zine they produce and of your loyalty to it. This loyalty can be expressed in no better way than through your continued 
support of Chatelaine advertised goods and services and by remembering to say, when you inquire, “As advertised in 


Chatelaine.” 


AUTOMOTIVE 


B.A, Service, Peerless Motor Oil and Gasoline 
Chevrolet 


Irish Linen Guild 

Jantzen Sweaters 

Kenwood Blankets 

Kirby Beard Needles and Pins 


Coty 

Edna Wallace Hopper Clay Pack 
Noxzema Cold Cream 

Helena Rubinstein 


Mercury Lastex Woodbury 
Monarch Lennard’s Underwear Yardley 
Oldsmobile Love Lace Panties 
Pontiac Gordon McKay Linens, Cherub Knit Wear and DEODORANTS 

- ee . Odorono 

ose Marx Braz 
BUILDING MATERIALS & a drown ll pimnnceens 
EQUIPMENT Monarch Babyalls Annette Lanzette 
si Monglo Gloves N ics 

Anaconda Copper and Brass oautichht Minieats eet 


Arborite 

Crane Fittings, Piping and Fixtures 
Kitchen Installations Ltd. 

Red Cedar Shingles 


Mercury Lingerie 

Nemo Foundation Garments 
Newlands Knitting Yarns 

Parisian Nature’s Rival Foundations 


HAND LOTIONS AND CREAMS 


Campana’s Italian Balm 
Jergens Lotion 


Perma-Lift Brassieres Trushay 
TTES & ACCESSORIES Perrin Gloves 
anerag P.K. Mothproof Wool HAIR PREPARATIONS 
Canada Lighter Princess Pat Hair Nets Lovalon 


Export Cigarettes 
Pall Mall Cigarettes 
Ronson Lighters 


CLOTHING & DRY GOODS 


Acme Gloves 

Asta Models 

Babs Bob Pins 

Beauty Skin Panties, Slips, Vests 
Bruck Fabrics 

Butterfly Hosiery 


Rainmaster Coats 

Rain’ Way Coats 
Rosabelle Slips 

Royal Seal Woolens and Worsted Fabrics 
Sheer-tex Hosiery 

Silknit Su-lette Slips 
Sport Togs 

Standard Whitewear 

St. Stephen Woolen Yarns 
Tex-Made Colonial Sheets 
Vantona Textiles 


Marchand’s Golden Hair Wash 
Ogilvie Sisters 


MEDICINAL CREAMS 


Mercolized Wax Cream 
Noxzema Skin Cream 
Saxolite Astringent 


PERFUMES, COLOGNES AND 
TOILET WATERS 


Caldwell ainen ipsam Vindie Flenne! Yordley 
a. Wabasso Cottons Shulton 
epee: : . Welgroom Combs 

aecke Ber mee Harvey Woods Lingerie TOILET SOAPS 
Diamond Tea Gowns Woodbury 
Domil Fabrics DRUGS AND TOILET GOODS Yardley 


Dr. Denton Sleepers 
E.T. Bras, Corsets and Suspants 
Flexaire Bra 


BABY PRODUCTS 


Baby’s Own Products 


PROPRIETARIES AND MISCELLANEOUS 
Absorbine Jr. 


Flexees Foundations Castoria _ Aspirin 
Garwood Quilt Patches Evenflo Nursers : Aeneaddlent 
Gayla Hold-Bob Bobby Pins Jack and Jill Cough and Cold Syrup Band-Aid 
General Outfitters Johnson’s Baby Oil and Powder Blue Jay 
Goody Barrettes Nestle’s Baby Hair Treatment Burnol 
Gor-Ray Skirts and Slacks Pyrex Nursers Eye-Gene 
Gossard Foundations Steedman’s Powders Fasteeth 
Gothic Foundations Suleo Hair Emulsion Keystone Brushes 
Helen Harper Sweaters leenex 
Harris Tweed COSMETICS co 
Hayward Bias-Cup Bra Elizabeth Arden Lavoris 
Horrockses Cotton Fabrics Avon Listerine 
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Baws 


Evens 




















Lysol 

Midol 

Modess 

Moone’s Emerald Oil 
Mothersill’s Remedy 
Rubberset Shaving Brushes 
Sal Hepatica 

Dr. Scholl’s Zino-pads 
Tampax 

Vaseline 


SOFT DRINKS 


Canada Dry Ginger Ale 
Coco-Cola 


FINANCIAL & INSURANCE 


Dominion Government Savings Bonds 
Dominion Government Annuities 
Household Finance 

Life Insurance Companies of Canada 
Metropolitan Life Insurance Company 
Mutual Life Assurance Company of Canada 


FOODS & FOOD BEVERAGES 


Aylmer Baby Foods 
Aylmer Canned Foods 
Aylmer Tomato Products 
Borden’s Eagle Brand Condensed Milk 
Brenda York Food Column 
Burns Canned Meats 
Cadbury’s Chocolate 
Campbell’s Soups 
Carnation Milk 

Certo 

Christie’s Ritz Crackers 
Coleman’s Mustard 

Cream of Wheat 
Creamettes 

Fleischmann’s Yeast 

Fry’s Cocoa 

Green Giant Peas 

Heinz Baby Foods 

Heinz Soups 

Heinz 57 Varieties 

H.P. Sauce 

Huntley & Palmer’s Biscuits 
Ingersoll Cheese 

Jell-O 

Jell-O Puddings 

Jolly Time Pop Corn 

Jewel Shortening 

Keen’s Mustard 

Keiller’s Dundee Shortbread 
Kraft Cheese 

Kraft Mayonnaise 

Lily White Corn Syrup 
Magic Baking Powder 
Maple Leaf Ham 

Maple Leaf Sausages, Wieners and Bacon 
Margene 

Maxwell House Coffee 
Niblet’s Corn 

Paris-Pate 

Peek Frean Biscuits 

Prem 

Royal Gelatin Desserts 
Salmon Canners of B.C. 
Shirriff’s Desserts 

E. D. Smith Tomato Paste 
Stafford’s Chocolate Syrup 
Stokely’s Honey Pod Peas 
Stokely’s Tomato Juice 





Swans Down Cake Flour 
Swift’s Meat for Babies 
Swift's Premium Bacon 
Swift’s Premium Ham 
Swift’s Table-ready Meats 
Sunkist Lemons 
Tenderflake Lard 
Tilbest Ready Mixes 
Weston’s Bread and Biscuits 
Windsor Salt 

York Canned Meats 


GARDEN NEEDS 


Dominion Seeds 

Dominion Seed House Seed and Nursery Book 
Moore Water Gardens 

Rain King Sprinklers 


HOUSE FURNITURE & 
FURNISHINGS 


Bissell Carpet Sweepers 
Canadian Beauty Electric Appliances 
Canadian Ice Foundation 
Chan Sponge Mop 

Coffield Washers 

Congoleum Gold Seal Rugs 
Decoware 

Dielcraft Occasional Furniture 
Easy Washing Machines 

Ekco Kitchen Utensils 
Electresteem Buby Chef 
Frigidaire 

General Electric Appliances 
General Electric Lamps 
Goodyear Airfoam Mattress 
Gurney Appliances 

Harding Carpets 

Hobbs Peacock Mirrors 
Hoover Cleaners 

Hotpoint Electric Appliances 
Imperial Loyalist Furniture 
John Inglis Electric Equipment 
Inglis Tappan Gas Range 
Johnson’s Electric Floor Polisher 
Kirsch Drapery Hardware 
Kirsch Venetian Blinds 
Knechtel Homewood Furniture 
Locomotive Electric Washers 
Marboleum 

Maytag Washers 

MecClary Electric Appliances 
Monogram Decorative Crystal 
Morphy-Richards Electric Appliances 
Northern Electric Appliances 
Presto Cooker 

Pyrex Ovenware and Flameware 
Red Seal Cedar Chests 

Silex Coffee Maker 

Singer Sewing Machines 
Sovereign Pottery 

Spode Dinnerware 

Sunbeam Ironmaster 

Sunbeam Mixmaster 

Supreme Cooking Utensils 
Thermos Vacuum Ware 

Thor Electric Appliances 

Vilas Furniture 

Warm Morning Coal Heaters 
Way Sagless Mattress 
Wear-Ever Aluminum Utensils 
Westinghouse Electric Appliances 
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JEWELLERY & SILVERWARE 


Birks Challenger Watches 
Birks Diamonds 

Birks Sterling 
Community Silverware 
Coro Fashion Jewellery 
Fremes “Charme” Diamonds 
Jay-Kel Jewellery 

King’s Plate Silverware 
Northumbria Sterling 
Orange Blossom Rings 
Wallace Sterling 


RADIOS & MUSICAL 
INSTRUMENTS 


Dominion Electrohome 
General Electric 
Mason & Risch Pianos 
Westinghouse 


SCHOOLS & CORRESPONDENCE 
COURSES 


Alma College 

International Correspondence School 
Newspaper Institute of America 
Palmer Institute of Authorship 
Royal Conservatory of Music 

Upper Canada College 


SHOES & LEATHER GOODS 


Blachford Shoes 

Cat’s Paw Rubber Heels and Soles 
Corey Shoes 

Fleetfoot Shoes 

Golden Pheasant Shoes 

Goodrich Footwear 

Hewetson Shoes 

Murray-Selby Shoes 

Nugget Shoe Polish 

Savage Shoes 


HOUSEKEEPER’S SUPPLIES & 
SOAPS 


Appleford Food Saver Waxed Paper 
Berlou Moth Spray 

Bon Ami 

Brillo 

Dura-Kleen 

Gillett’s Lye 

Goddard’s Plate Powder and Silver Polish 
Green Cross DDT Household Spray 
Johnson's Glo-Coat 

Johnson’s Paste Wax 

Kleenoff 

Larvex 

Memba Seals 

Mintex Non-burn Mittens 

Old Dutch Cleanser 

Sani Flush 

Silvo 

S.O.S. Magic Scouring Pads 
Viceroy Jar Rings 

Wizard Wick 

3-in-1 Oil 


STATIONERY & PUBLISHERS 


Book-of-the-Month Club 

Cameo Stationery 

Doubleday One Dollar Book Club 
Eaton, Crane & Pike Stationery 
Parker 51 Pens and Pencils 
Regal Cards 


TRAVEL & HOTELS 


British Railways 

British Travel Association 

Canadian National Railways 

Italian State Tourist Department 

Ontario Department of Travel & Publicity 


MISCELLANEOUS 


Airflote Metaplastics 
Brock’s Bird Seed 

Canadian Red Cross Society 
Decal Transfers 

Eagle-Lion Films 

Modern Distributors Limited 
Philishave Electric Razor 
Salvation Army 

Styron Plastics 

Ta-pat-co Stay-A-Float 
Thistle Baby Carriages and Toys 
Vinylite Plastic 

Zenith Hearing Aid 
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My!-How babies do thrive 





Actual test feedings show babies thrive 
on Swift’s Strained Meats—specially 
prepared for earlier meat feeding. * 
ical condition, more satisfied than 
babies who received no meat! And 
best of all, the babies on Swift’s 


| Meat-fed babies were in better phys- 


Strained Meats showed no signs of 


*YouR 
PocTror— 


as best qualified to 





say how early your ‘ 
baby should start S 
Swift's Strained 
Meats —ask him. 


Meats-Babies?” 


f swirt ’ 
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TEETHERS “PICKY”EATERS MAMA-—who's busy 





Tests with Swift's Strained Meats show 
meat-fed babies in better physical condition 


anemia—so common in early infancy. 

100° meat—Swift’s Strained 
Meats provide lots of complete, high- 
quality proteins. Complete, because 
meat proteins supply all of the essen- 
tial body-builders (amino acids). And 
baby must get all of them at the same 


time for the best and sturdiest growth. 


Meat gives baby natural B vita- 
mins and iron to build good red 
blood. Six kinds: beef, lamb, 
pork, veal, liver, heart—help 
baby acquire a taste for variety, 
form sound eating habits. 


Ready to heat and serve! 


SWIFT CANADIAN CO. LIMITED 


SWI FT. .. foremost name in meats 


... first with 100% Meats tor Babies 


hs 
PS. Sta Diced Meats for — 


Dwifts Meats 


FOR JUNIORS 


(Just learning to chew) (to perk up appetites) (No bother-just heat and serve) AN 


Tempting —Thrifty —Time-saving> 


Nines 


weeks 
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Let Della Do It 


Continued from page 10 


the clock. “Criminy they’ll be here any 
minute.” 
“How about picking up this mess?” 
Letty waved airily. “Later.” 
“How much later?” 
Letty’s cheerful, rosy face was re- 
flected in the mirror. “A month from 
yesterday. Be an angel and do it for 


‘““Not me.” Della yawned and 
stretched. “Right now I’m so tired 
I don’t know where I’m going to get 
the stamina to walk to the Globe.” 


The younger girl hooked the side of 


a flannel skirt. ‘Movies? You're going 
out?” It was a wail. 

“It isn’t illegal, is it?” 

**But you can’t,” Letty breathed. “I 
asked the crew over for cokes and those 
little cheese whatzis you make so 
divinely and they’re practically here.” 

Della sat up. ‘Letty, you didn’t?” 

“I had to. Honestly. We were at 
Eva’s last Saturday night and Grace’s 
the Saturday before and it was my turn 
tonight. Somebody always has cokes 
and stuff before we go dancing.” 

Della groaned. “Cheese whatzis are 
out. Open a box of pretzels. I had 
a tough day, baby. Everybody in town 
bought books today.” 

Letty’s soft young face crumpled. 
“It'll just spoil everything. I was going 
to have it so nice tonight. I even 
straightened the living room.” 

“Not tonight. I ache all over. I’m 
meeting Frank in 15 minutes anyway.” 

Letty’s lower lip crept out. ‘‘What 
do you want to go out with him for?” 

Della’s eyes narrowed. “I don’t think 
he’s contagious :ny more.” 

Letty shrugged. ‘‘He’s all right for 
some people. Orly golly, Dell, he’s just 
another guy.” She dropped the hair- 
brush at the foot of the bed and perched 
on the arm of Della’s chair, her cheek 
against Della’s hair. ‘You know how 
we feel about you. You rate somebody 
special. I’d just die if you got tangled 
up with some gleep. This hasn’t any- 
thing to do vith tonight. I wanted to 
tell you a doza times before. You 
deserve the guy on the white horse.” 

Della patted the soft shoulder. “I love 
you too, kid.” 

The other girls have mothers who can 
stay home all day and keep the place 
neat, Della thought with a twinge, and 
bake things specially and make a party 
fun, but you’ve only got me and | work 
all day and study all night and it isn’t 
fair, Letty, I know it isn’t fair, but that’s 
the way It Is. 

“Next time for sure,’’ Della said 
ruefully. “Just take them out to the 
kitchen and open some cokes and you'll 
find potato chips in the cupboard.” 

Letty clapped a hand to her mouth. 
“T forgot. I can’t take them to the 
kitchen. That squirt Danny went off 
again without doing the dishes.” 

Della looked up sharply. ‘“‘Wasn’t 
tonight your night?” 

“We switched last week. Tonight was 
his turn. Then, after supper he got 
involved with a comic and went tearing 
out to Scouts without doing them.” 

Della Carlson felt a complete weari- 
ness engulf her. I should have known, 
she decided with a tired resignation, that 
nothing as beautiful as Gregory Peck 
could possibly happen to me tonight. 
It would be comforting, she reflected, 
to blame everything on somebody, but 


who? It wasn’t Letty’s fault, or Danny’ 
either, or even Pop’s. Pop did the be 
he could. Maybe if mom were st 
living, things wouldn’t get quite so grin 

She went down the stairs slowly, 
heavily, holding on to the railing. The: 
she picked up the phone and diale< 
Frank’s number. 

“Della,” she said. 

“Don’t tell me. Let me guess. Pop’s 
got to have papers typed. Letty needs 
a hem turned up. © Danny borrowe« 
your last 50 cents for airplane dope and 
you haven't carfare downtown.” 

“If I had a nice new rope,” Della 
said plaintively, “I’d hang myself.” 

“Nuts to them all,” Frank said 
*“*Let’s hold hands in a nice dark movie.” 

“T can’t go,” Della said. 

“Let them stew a while,” Frank said. 

“TI can’t go.” 


A LONG MINUTE of silence stretched 
taut across the wire and Della felt he: 
heart begin to pound. A sense of heavy 
foreboding gripped her. When, at last, 
Frank’s voice sounded again, it was cool 
and indifferent and altogether unlike 
him. “If that’s the way it is, friend, 
that’s the way it is.” 

“Wait, Frank...” she said hesi- 
tantly, but even as she spoke she heard 
the click that severed the connection. 

She replaced the receiver slowly. 
Frank didn’t understand at all. Since 
mom had gone there was nobody to 
turn to. Letty was young, only 17, 
and Danny 12, and Della at 20 had 
become the head of the house. Pop 
had gone all to pieces after it happened. 
He was a man without direction, with- 
out reality. 

But Frank ought to understand, Della 
thought hotly. This isn’t my idea of 
riotous living either, only somebody's 
got to take hold. Always before he had 
been so thoughtful, so dependable and 
comforting when the going got rugged. 

Della rolled up her sleeves, switched 
on the kitchen lights, ran hot water over 
the soap beads in the dishpan. 

Letty just could be right, Della told 
herself. Maybe he was only another 
guy. Maybe he only seemed special 
because | built him up on account of | 
needed someone so badly. 

While the dishes were ‘soaking, she 
sliced a loaf of bread, spread it with 
cheese, celery salt and paprika, cut it 
into pinwheels and popped a trayful into 
the oven. 

When Letty opened the front door 
for the laughing, jostling crowd of boys 
and girls, the kitchen was spotless. 

After they had swept out again on 
a wave of bright chatter, Della gathered 
together the glasses and plates, rinsed 
them and stacked them in the tray to 
dry. The house was empty, with a 
depressing silence. 

Della stood irresolute a minute in the 
centre of the quiet room. Then she 
flipped off the switch, took her raincoat 
from the closet and closed the front door 
softly behind her. The rain had stopped 
but a damp mist hung in the air. 

Della jumped as a dark figure emerged 
from the shrubbery bordering the path 
and started up the steps toward her. 

“Frank!” 

“T fell on my head shortly after I 
was born.” He took her arm and steered 
her down the street. Couples were out, 
strolling after the rain. 

“We could dream improbable dreams 
on a damp park bench,” he said. 

Della nodded, smiling in the darkness. 

Continued on page 50 
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Rock-a-bye-baby days 


are back again, for the 


psychologists now say — 


Babies. Don't Spotl 


by Elizabeth Chant Robertson. M.D. 


WENTY years ago many conscien- 
tious mothers were so afraid of 
spoiling their babies that they 
rarely picked them up except when 
they needed care, such as feeding, 

changing or bathing. They were also 
too anxious to do everything on the 
minute. They didn’t allow themselves 
to really enjoy their babies. Nowadays 
if a baby wakes up half an hour or 
so before his feeding time we don’t let 
him exhaust himself by yelling until the 
time is up. We feed him right away. 
A reasonable amount of cuddling and 
mothering is really good for a baby. Of 
course you would not jounce him imme- 
diately after a meal, because that will 
likely make him spit up some of his 
feeding. One of the many advantages 
of breast feeding your baby is that it 
gives you a good chance to mother him 
while he gets his meal. Of course a 
bottle-fed baby should also be held while 
he is being fed. Babies like to be held 
securely and they are frightened of loud 
noises. 

We used to let our babies howl for 
hours after a feeding. Nowadays after 
five or 10 minutes’ crying we are advised 
to go in to see what we can do to relieve 
him. He should be held up over your 
left shoulder and gently patted or 
rubbed on the back to help him bring 
up any uncomfortable gas. Don’t hurry 
him—it may take 
come up. Change him if he needs it, 
see that his covers are in order, soothe 


some minutes to 


him until he quiets down and then put 
him back to bed. He may cry for a 
many babies do—then he 
If your baby 


few minutes 
will likely go off to sleep. 
is gaining weight slowly, waking up 
early and crying a good deal, he is 
probably hungry. You should tell your 
physician about these symptoms. He 
will probably increase his food. On the 
other hand babies who are receiving too 
much food and are gaining too much 
may also cry a great deal, presumably 
from colic. Breast-fed babies may be 
affected in this way. Here again you 
need advice from your doctor. 

A good many mothers worry them- 
selves unnecessarily by comparing their 
child’s record in height and weight with 
that of their neighbor’s or with weight 
tables. If your child is well, which is 
evidenced by his eating, sleeping and 
feeling well, and is gaining in height 


and weight you shouldn’t worry about 
such comparisons. After two years of 
age, weighing once in three months ts 
often enough. If your child has slender 
shoulders and hips he will not weigh 
as much as a child of the same height 
who is average in width. The broad 
stocky children weigh still more for the 
same height. Weights and heights alone 
don’t tell the whole story. 
are the averages of thousands of chil! 


The tables 


dren’s measurements. Very few children 
are exactly average. After your child 
reaches the age of two years he should 
still be checked over by your physician 
at least once every year and preferably 
year until 
After that age many physicians recom- 
mend only one medical examination 
year. During their first and 
second years well babies should be seen 


twice a he enters school. 


each 


by their doctors often because they are 
growing SO quickly. Besides their diets 
need to be enlarged frequently and their 
need to be 


immunization treatments 


given. These regular visits give the 
physician a chance to discover abnor- 
malities or defects in their early stages. 

During his first two years your child 
is introduced to a 
different foods. 


great 


It is safest to begin 


only one new food at a time. Give 
him just a taste the first day. Don’t 
be upset if he spits some of it out. That 
doesn’t mean that he dislikes it. The 


new taste and texture may be a surprise 
to him. Don’t increase the amount until 
he accepts it. If he is slow getting to 
like it, substitute another similar food 
and try the first one again sometime 


later. A healthy child, provided he ts 
not fed candies and other such foods 
between meals, will eat enough. Meal- 


time should be happy and free from 
scolding or forcing. Providing the child 
with a low table and c!} and feeding 
him by himself is less trouble in the 
long run. Encourage him to hold his 
own spoon and cup as soon as he is able. 
That increases his interest in eating. In 
fact he should be helped to learn to do 
all he can for himself as soon as he shows 
an interest in learning. You of course 
could dress him tn half the time it takes 
him, but learning how will please him 
and help on his development. If he gets 
tired of the job, you can quite safely 
assist him. He’ll want to do it himself 
again all right. +: 


variety of 
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When baby’s sobs mean 


“Childhood Constipation” 
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HEN your baby is tearful 

and fussy . . . when she 
sobs because of ‘‘Childhood 
Constipation” . . . it’s wise to 
know what to do. Give her 
Castoria. 


Thorough and effective —yet 
so gentle, it won’t upset sensi- 
tive digestive systems. 


Made especially for children 
—contains no harsh drugs, 
will not cause griping or dis- 
comfort. 


So pleasant-tasting—children 
love it and take it gladly 
without any struggle. 


CASTOR 


The SAFE laxative 
made especially for children 


“It’s the laxative made especially for infants 


Get Castoria at your neigh- 
borhood drugstore today. 
Be sure to ask for the laxative 
made especially for children. 


Economize! Get the moneys 
saving Family Size bottle. 
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Baby’s Own 
Soap 


Doctors, nurses and skin special- 
ists all recommend Baby’s Own 
Soap because they now it’s mild 
and safe for even the tiniest baby’s 
delicate skin. More than 80 years 
of scientific study stand behind 
the Baby’s Own formula... only 
the purest ingredients are used in 
its manufacture. 

Three generations of Canadian 
mothers have known and trusted 
Baby’s Own—the safest and best 
soap for any baby. 


MADE FOR EACH OTHER 


BABY’S OWN 3-STEP FORMULA 
AND YOUR BABY 


—- \ 


SOAP e OIL e POWDER 
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The Vixen 
Continued from page 35 


get out of bed. Do you understand? 
Stay just as you are until she comes. It 
won't be long.” I thought he understood, 
because he smiled, painfully but with a 
strange brilliance. 

“T’'ll wait for Mattie,” he said 
hoursely. “It’s been a long time. I can 
wait a little longer.” Then he closed his 
eyes and I stoked up the stove and flew 
out of the house and up the lane. 

It had begun to snow in earnest now, 
and the wind was screaming at the head 
of the Hollow, blinding me with gusts of 
sleet. The frozen ground was slowly 
followed the 
route to the fox dens, sure 


whitening as I familiar 
although 
I couldn’t have told why, and it was out 
of reason on such a day—that I would 
find Mattie there. 
and called and called her name, but there 
was ho sound except the huffing roar of 


the wind overhead and, in the hush be- 


I stood by the wall 


tween gusts, the sibilant sigh of the sleet 
on last summer’s dead leaves. As I stood 
silent and breathless for a moment, with 
heart pounding, a more furious blast 
than ever swooped down the Hollow, 
choking the air with white, and in the 
midst of it I saw a bright flash of the 
familiar strange red hair over by the 
dens. I leaped the wall and called her 
name again; but when the snow thinned, 
I saw that it was only the vixen, poised 
with one foot raised and her head high 
and eager, her slanting amber eves fixed 
above and beyond me. Then a swirling 
curtain of snow blotted her out and a 
voice that was not mine — the triumph- 
ant voice of such longing fulfilled and 
joy unbound that it almost broke the 
heart to hear—filled the Hollow. “ Mat- 
tie!” it cried, and again, “Mattie!” 
The snow thinned again and the vixen 
was gone and the voice was still. I was 


lying alone where I had tripped and 


Let Della Do It 


Continued from page 48 


It was incredible, she mused, how much 
better she felt suddenly just because a 
guy named Frank was there beside her. 
They walked slowly hand in hand. 

“I forgive you,” she said generously. 

“You realize of course that you’re a 
doormat.” 

“1 think a lot of you too.” 

“I’ve got my handkerchief out all 
to catch the scalding tears,” he 
said. “What happened this time?” 


“Letty got herself 


re ady 
into a sort of 
corner and there was no one but me to 
ret | mM o 
get ner out. 


“Who gets you 
“It’s different 


out of corners?” 


, 
with me. Letty’s so 


young.” 

“T never had a grandmother of my 
own. Mavbe vou fill the aching void. 
Mavbe that’s what I see in you.” 


“Smile for me,” she 


“What | 


roughly, “is 


coaxed, 
” . 
figure, he said 
the 


Letty’s so young and _ helpless. 


can't 
where you get idea 
that 
She’s every bit as helpless as a buzz 
saw in motion and twice as ruthless. 
She uses you. They all do, but Letty’s 
so deliberate about it she enrages me. 
The way she wears your few new clothes 
do. The 
That 


you were saving for a special occasion, 


even before way she 


mistreats them. 


you 


new blue dress 


the one she wore last week and spilled 


fallen on the old overthrown headstone 
tracing again and again with a numb 
forefinger the words which my slipping 
foot had laid bare of 
and sleet: “Mattie Hazen, 


Bel V ed _” 


frozen moss 


Dearly 


THERE WAS no need to call any more, 
or to look for Mattie any longer, or to 
hurry back to Great-uncle Ira. The 
waiting was over and time no longer 
hung so heavy on the slim brown hands 
that she must return to another child- 
hood and fill it with the companionship 
of a mortal child. The fox dens would be 
untenanted now, and the Hollow could 
relax its eternal vigilance in behalf of its 
own. I would never see Mattie Hazen 
again, and the knowledge filled me with 
a sense of irretries able loss. 
Weeks later, when I was able to sit 
up in bed and talk to Fred, I told him a 
little of all this, because I thought he 
should know why I couldn’t marry him. 
He refused to understand, or perhaps he 
darling,” he said, 
“vou’ve been sick. You 
terrible shock, tinding your uncle dying, 
and then lying out there in the snow all 
that you. No 
wonder you’re all mixed up and upset. 
That 
play with 


couldn’t. Ivy, 


very had a 


while until we found 


used to 


little girl you say you 
all children go through that, 


Why, when I was a kid, | 


who 


you know. 
had an imaginary playmate was 
lots more real to me than my brothers. 
You'll when 


ae ee OO 
stronger. 


forget about it you're 

I closed my eyes, pretending to be 
even more tired than I was, and after 
a while Fred went away. For just a 
moment I was sorry and a little lonely. 
But I’d have to get used to loneliness, | 
thought, as I began the long wait for the 


kind of love that I knew 
the kind of love that refused to 


now could 
exist 
surrender to death, the kind of love that 
I might never find, but for which I could 
never, now, accept a substitute. # 


stuff on. Did she have it cleaned? Did 
she {ix W here her heel caught the hem?” 
They turned into the park, through 
the high iron fence. The ribbon of path 
was shadowed by the heavy old trees. 
“I read a good book lately,’”’ Della 
said. 
**Aghhh,” Frank said in 


He turned to her in the dimness 


a strangled 
voice. 
of the overhanging branches and took 
her into his arms. His mouth was young 
and clean and fresh and hard on hers. 
Della’s arms were tight around his neck. 

**Let’s get married,” he said, his voice 
muffled against her cheek. 

““Some day,” Della said yearningly. 


IT HAD to be 
future time shimmering brightly just out 
Il love them, De 
but I won’t saddle Frank with them. 


some day, a beautiful 





of reach. la thought, 
He deserves something more than that. 

If only they didn’t need me, she cried 
silently and felt a surge of disloyalty 
They were a good family, a close-knit 
Letty might be 
thoughtless and careless, but basically 
Della recalled Letty’s 
that Frank 
wasn’t good enough, that it would take 


interdependent group. 


she was sound. 
impassioned _ protestation 
the lad on the white horse. She appre- 
ciates the things I’ve done for her, Della 
thought, and appreciation is a rare 
commodity. Some day she’d grow up 
and prove Della’s contention. 

“Hey,” Frank said. “I almost forgot. 
I’ve got 


news. My mother’s coming 
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COUGH AND COLD SYRUP 


FOR KIDDIES ONLY 


GIVES SWIFT, SAFE RELIEF 


Yes, W. K. Buckley Limited who gave you 
Buckley's Mixture, Canada’s most famous 
cough and cold remedy, scores 
again with JACK and JILL Cough 
Syrup with Vitamin C! It's NEW 
— DIFFERENT — FAST-ACTING 
——just made for the little folks, 
and how they like it! You'll like 
JACK and JILL, too. It relieves 
those miserable sniffly coughs 
and colds so PROMPTLY and 
SAFELY. Get a bottle TODAY 
and have it handy. At all drug- 
gists 50¢. 
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changes when flying, 
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Say goodbye to that brush and 
bucket! Cleaning your toilet is a 
cinch with Gillett’s. Pour in a little 
Gillett’s and flush — that’s all 
there is to it! Yes, quick as a flush 
Stains disappear; the bowl is left 
fresh, clean and sanitary! Gillett’s 
cuts through grease, lifts dirt off 
floors, clears blocked drains, helps 
ease your housework in dozens of 
different ways. Get Gillett’s today! 
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ip from Marbrook to meet you. I 
happened to mention you casually in 
a letter once, and her curiosity got the 
best of her.” 

“What did you tell her about me?’ 

“The usual thing. That you had two 
heads and were tattooed in odd places.” 

Della held tight to his hand. “I think 
I’m scared.” 

“And well you might be. She breathes 
fire and devours young females. The 


’ 


last three went down in one gulp.” 

“When is she coming?” 

“Pl bring her over next Saturday 
night, when you’re through at the 
bookshop and I emerge from the salt 
mine.” 

Saturday night approached with an 
almost terrifying rapidity. Della walked 
up from the bus stop with breathless 
Everything 
had to be all right for Frank’s mother, 
this first time at least. She had stressed 


haste, her fingers crossed. 


over and over again the importance of 
it to Letty and to Danny and to Pop. 

“T want us to make a good impres- 
sion,” she had said. “I won’t have time 
to straighten up when I get home, and 
I want the house absolutely shining. I'll 
leave it that way tn the morning and I 
want to find it that way when I return.” 

They had promised. 

‘**And Pop, please stay home to meet 
her. I want her to meet us as a family. 
I want her to see that we’re good enough 
for Frank, good enough for anybody. It 
means so much to me.” 

Pop had promised. 

Della glanced down at the almost-new 
blue dress which she had worn to work 
to save time, and covered carefully 
during the day with a smock. The dark 
stain which Letty had made hadn’t come 
out entirely in the cleaning, but it 
wasn’t too bad, and Della had mended 
the hem. 

As she came up the street she saw 
the taxi stop and Frank emerge. He 
bent and helped a small, white-haired, 
fragile figure from the cab. 

She ran the last few steps toward 
them. “Frank!” 

He turned immediately, his eyes light- 
ing, and took her hand. ‘Mother, this 
is Della.” 

The woman examined her with bright, 
twinkling, sharply observant blue eves. 
Then she smiled, stood on tiptoe and 
kissed Della’s cheek. “‘I’d have known 
you anywhere.” 

“This isn’t at all the way I’d planned 
it,” Della said ruefully. “I was going 
to be the gracious hostess, inside the 
door, only I got stuck late and, well...” 

Mrs. Young tucked Della’s hand 
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under her arm. “The important thing 
is, we know each other now. The 
setting doesn’t matter a hoot.” 

They started up the steps and Della 
prayed fervently that things would go 
well, that it would be a_ pleasant, 
comfortable visit. 

She unlocked the door, stepped aside 
and followed Mrs. Young into the hall. 
For a minute she stood speechless, 
unable to believe her eyes and then, 
slowly, dull color flooded her face. 


THE DIN was deafening. In the living 
room the rugs were rolled back and 
three couples gyrated madly to the 
shrieking clatter of the record player. 
Half-empty glasses decorated the tables 
and someone had upset a bowl of 
Letty and a 
strange boy were bent over a stack of 


popcorn over the floor. 


records on the coffee table. 

Letty raised a casual hand and waved. 
“Hi! Come in and join the party.” 

light-lipped, Della crossed the room. 
She might be able to take them into 
the dining room and push the Chinese 
screen between the rooms. But the 
dining room table was littered with 
Danny’s airplane parts with old news- 
papers protecting the finish. 

She turned back to her guests. “You 
can’t imagine how SOrry Iam. Would 
you mind coming into the kitchen?” 

Mrs. Young said brightly, “Why not 
at all. I always feel most at home in a 
kitchen anyway.” 

Della said, over her shoulder, “ Where’s 
Pop?” 

Letty looked vague. “Out some- 
whe re.” 

He hadn’t stayed. He hadn’t cared 
enough to wait, even though he had 
promised. Even though he had known 
how important it had been to her. 

At the door to the kitchen Della 
stopped dead. The day’s accumulation 
of dishes covered every available inch 
of space. The overflow from the drain- 
board and table was deposited on the 
chairs and even the stepstool had been 
pressed into use. 

With an overwhelming sense of shame 
she realized the house had never looked 
worse. 

Della’s eyes were stinging and sud- 
denly the tears were streaming un- 
checked down her cheeks and the deep, 
racking sobs made it impossible for her 
to speak. 

Mrs. Young put her arms around the 
virl’s shaking shoulders. “‘Don’t feel too 
badly, child. I half-expected something 
like this. Frank wrote me not only about 
you, but about your family too.” Her 
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eyes were gentle, compassionate. “You 
can’t assume all the responsibility for 
a whole family,” she said kindly, “‘and 
then expect the individual members of 
that family to be strong, dependable 
people. Self-reliance, generosity, con- 
sideration haye to be learned slowly, day 
by day. They have to grow with use.” 
Her voice was infinitely kind. “‘ Frank 
and [| will wait in that little park I saw 
around the corner and you can meet 
us there. But if you’re the kind of girl 
I think you are, there are some matters 
you'll attend to first.” 

When they had gone Della straight- 
ened slowly. She wiped away the tears 
and squared her shoulders. Then sh« 
crossed the living room and switched off 
the record player. 


IN THE dead silence that followed 
she turned to Letty, white-lipped. “* How 
dared you,” she whispered in fury. “ How 
did you dare to treat me that way?” 

Letty was flushed, half-scared and 
half-defiant. “I forgot.” 

“You didn’t Della said 
coldly. “This was deliberate and I want 
to know the reason for it.” 


fe rget Reg 


Letty’s friends stood stiffly, watching 
the scene with curious eyes. 

Letty lifted her chin. “I didn’t see 
why it was important to fuss for Frank 
and his mother. It isn’t as though he 
was anybody important, as though he 
mattered . . .” her voice quavered and 
broke. “I don’t even like him.” 

“You don’t like him,” Della said 
slowly. “And of course it didn’t matter 
at all how I felt about it.” She felt 
an Irresistible urge to smack the silly 
stubborn face so close to her own. She 
raised her hand, and let it drop again. 
Letty’s selfishness wasn’t entirely of her 
own making. Mrs. Young was right 
about that. 

“You haven’t anything against 
Frank,” Della said, “except you feared 
that if I married, you would have 
inherited the work involved in caring 
for Danny and Pop. I’ve spoiled you, 
Letty, because you were my baby sister 
You always seemed 
like a little girl, but you’re 17 and when 
I was 17 I was forced to take hold here, 
to keep the family going. I didn’t mind 
too much; I even felt a trifle noble about 
it all. I would have gone on that way 


and | loved you. 


if you hadn’t done this tonight.” 
Letty started to cry softly. “I’m 
sorry, Dell. You hate me, don’t you?” 
““No,” Della sounded tired. “‘Maybe 
it was better this way. I’m going to 
relinquish the reins though. Maybe Pop 
needs responsibility, maybe he’s needed 
it all along. And you and Danny will 
have to learn to shoulder your own 
You'll have to learn some 
time, and it’s easier with practice.” 


burdens. 


““Are—” Letty’s eyes were wide and 
blue above the tear-streaked cheeks 

“are you going to marry him right 
away?” 

“Some day,” Della said absently, and 
But it wasn’t 
a rainbow in the distance any longer. 


then again, “some day.” 


It was something she could almost reach 
out and touch, it was almost within 
grasp now. I ought to tell him, Della 
thought. 

Outside, she breathed deeply of the 
warm, spring night. The scent of grass 
rose faint and sweet, and the outline 
of the trees showed tender young leaves 
emerging to cover the bare limbs. The 
sky was full of stars. 


Della started to run toward the park. 
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Brand \ame 


in 19502 


You’ve been reading in this 
column about Brand Name 
and what it means to you. We 
hope you've found it interest- 


ing and profitable. 


In 1950 — because Brand 
Name is so important to us as 
individuals and to our Cana- 
dian way of life as a nation 

we're going to tell you 
about it in larger space. 
Watch for these entertaining 
features in the advertising 


columns of Chatelaine. 
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Give your treasured silver 
the care it deserves . 

gentle, safe, Silvo care... 

to keep it gleaming and 
beautiful. Silvo Liquid Polish 
smooths away tarnish and stain 
so easily, so quickly. 

Because it is made especially 
for the care of silver, 

Silvo is recommended by 
Oneida Community Limited, 
the makers of this brilliant 
new pattern, ‘Evening Star’’ 
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Your tour of the BRITISH ISLES will be carefree, enjoyable 
and economical if you plan in advance. 


Secure your transportation and reservations before you 
leave and right from the British port of entry save 25% 
on ordinary fares for individual tours. 


BRITISH RAILWAYS FACILITIES ARE COMPREHENSIVE — 


@ Rail transportation covering the British Isles 
1950—HOLY YEAR..; 
BRITISH RAILWAYS — 
THE PREMIER LINK TO 
THE CONTINENT... 

Include a visit to the 


®@ Attractive rail, motor coach and steamer tours, also 
conducted Motor Coach Tours of London 


@ Cross channel services to Ireland and the Continent 


@ 47 Hotels operated by The Hotels Executive, British 
famous shrines of Transport 


Britain and Ireland, 


For all your travel 
needs in the British 
Isles and on the 


@ British European Airways Corp. routes in the British 
Isles. 
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Atom Bomb Blues 


Continued from page 7 


no one visualized the age of radio and 
television. 

The disastrous effects of the bomb 
have given us some slight idea of the 
power of the atom. If its energy could 
be fully utilized, it could melt all the 
ice in the Arctic... push over the 
Rockies . . . change the landscape and 
the climate of the earth. 

Probably not in our time, but some- 
day there may be a fantastic new way 
of life—a completely changed world 
both physically and socially, with such 
an abundance of goods that there’ll be 
Juxury and security for all. 

Feeling fanciful? All right. Close 
your eyes and pretend you’ve been 
catapulted into the year 2050. Here’s 
what you may find: 

Power so cheap it isn’t worth charging 
for; free rides on railways. 

Propellerless airlines as plentiful as 
ferry boats or streetcars. 

Motor cars with a small hunk of 
uranium built in at the factory to run 
your engine a lifetime. 

Housecleaning, dishwashing, laundry 
accomplished in a flash, by pushbuttons. 

Trips all over, and beyond, the earth 
as anybody’s evening out. 

You may live in an underground home 
because air conditioning is so perfect 
it’s actually cleaner and healthier down 
there. Your roof is a surface swimming 
pool—heated to just the right tempera- 
ture, of course. Light is pumped into 
your house through transparent plastic 
sheets along the walls of the rooms. 
Heat is piped in from a reactor plant. 

You start the day with an ultraviolet 
bath. Luscious fruits, grown by arti- 
ficial light and heat, you can pick from 
your garden all the year round. And, 
speaking of gardens, you’ll never have 
to get on the working end of a lawn 
mower. No, sir. Special lawn seed has 
been evolved that grows a quarter of 
an inch and then stops. Weeds have 
never been heard of except in great- 
grandma’s tattered garden book. 


Melody Unheard 


Continued from page 45 


Isabel dropped down on the rug and 
watched the water swift and clear. 
After a while she drew a long breath 
and turned to Zack, lying with his head 
almost at her elbow. “It clears the 
mind,” she said. 

He sat up. He picked a blade of new 
grass and drew it slowly through his 
fingers. He said, ““You don’t care if 
I don’t waste a lot of time getting to the 
point, do you? I haven’t much time.” 

“Getting to what point?” 

“Well,” he said, “I guess what I’ve 
got to know first is, are you in love with 
your husband?” 

Isabel turned and stared at him. His 
eyes were on her face, clear and com- 
pelling. After a minute she said, “I 
can’t see what possible bearing that can 
have on any problem of yours.” 

“Don’t be stuffy. It’s just a thing 
I’ve got to know, that’s all. You see,” 
he said in a matter-of-fact tone, “‘I’m in 
love with you. I always will be. What- 
ever love is. I never paid much atten- 
tion to it before, but when I look at 
you, and hear you speak and think about 
you ... I know how | am about you, 


For a Sunday outing you skim along 
in a jet-propelled plane, 50 miles above 
the earth to perhaps have tea in the 
Himalayas . . . you spend week ends 
lolling on the beaches of Australia. 

Your friends and acquaintances be- 
long to all countries, all races. The 
whole world is one single community. 

Sounds pretty improbable? Scientists 
say it isn’t impossible. 

And ... we can dream, can’t we? 

Free Trade in Ideas 

Scientists and engineers are among 
the most internationally minded people 
in the world. They thrive on the free 
exchange of ideas. And it’s not lack 
of inventive skill or initiative that’s 
holding back the development of atomic 
energy. It’s secrecy and fear. We're 
all scared stiff to share our knowledge 
with another country which might be a 
troublemaker. 

High-speed communications and in- 
ternational broadcasting are powerful 
weapons in attacking old-fashioned ways 
of thinking in terms of national boun- 
daries. If, as one of our protections, we 
should have an international agreement 
outlawing atomic rearmament, no nation 
could carry on an extensive program in 
secret, because to produce one atom 
bomb takes the combined effort of 
thousands of people. 

If atomic erergy were distributed over 
the world, tt might mean ample food, 
clothing and shelter for all—and at once 
remove one of the fundamental causes 
of war. It’s seldom that a prosperous 
well-fed country wants to start an 
all-out attack. If fear of war gradually 
fades out it will be because free peace- 
loving people have so much more to 
offer than the people of a warmongering 
country. And, in the final analysis, it 
will be because each one takes respon- 
sibility to act as policeman toward our 
government, our politicians, our states- 
men to see that we are guided wisely 
and skilfully through dangerous times. 
To see that the power of the atom is 
used only for material prosperity and 
progress. 


It’s too good a world to blow up. 


’ 


all right.”” He stopped. “I guess that’s 
where we begin.” 

Isabel shook her head. “‘I can’t begin 
there. I don’t want you to...” 

“Hush. I’m not going to make love 
to you. This isn’t that kind of business. 
This is a lot more serious. You do all 
the things to me the books say,” he 
explained. “You make me feel like 
myself. You make me understand music 
and feel at home on the earth. When 
I think about you I can paint, and what 
I paint makes sense. It’s a good kind 
of thing,” he said soberly. “TI like it. 
Except that”—he lifted his eyes to hers 
again—‘I wish you were in love with 
me,” he said simply. 

After she had looked into his face a 
long time Isabel said under her breath, 
“T’m sorry.” 

“You think... maybe you ever 
could be?” 

‘“*Zack, I’m married, remember? And 
you’re almost married. We can’t talk 
about loving each other, you and I. 
There isn’t any point in it at all.” 

“If you’re not in love with your 
husband .. .” 

Isabel turned her wedding ring round 
and round on her finger. “‘That’s just it. 
I am.” 


To be concluded 
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There are fashions in food as there 
are in fabrics, and right now, in mid- 
winter, the vogue is for bright colour- 
ful dishes that are warming even to 
look at. Beside the use of Heinz 
Tomato Juice as an appetizer, and 
Heinz Cream of Tomato Soup as a 
first course, these varieties have scores 
of uses in cooking. So do Heinz 
Ketchup and Heinz Chili Sauce. Heinz 
has four brand new recipes using 
Tomato Juice, Cream of Tomato Soup, 
Ketchup and Chili Sauce. Write for 
them to H. J. Heinz Company of 
Canada Ltd., Dept. S.P., 420 Dupont 
St., Toronto. 
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